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THE SICILIAN LOVER. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


A Pavilion at Valmont. 


Enter the Marquis VALMONT and Prince MOoNTALVA. 


VALMONT. 


I: ſhall be ſo! Think not, my noble prince, 
That, after a long life of buſy toil, 

My reaſon can be ſway'd by a weak girl : 

From the firſt dawn of helpleſs infancy, 

I've taught her mild obedience to my will, 

And count upon her duty, more than love. 


MoNnTALVA. 
I know her fix'd averſion to my ſon. 


VALMONT. 


So weak a thought will not diſturb my hopes. 
Firm to my purpoſe, tho' the Heav'ns ſhou'd yawn 
And hurl their red bolts on my aged head, 10 
I wou'd not waver! For your ſon has worth 
That makes his high deſcent his ſecond claim! 
This day, in ſingle combat, he ſhall prove 
The braveſt youth that Lombardy e'er ſaw. 


MoNTALVA. 
'The ſacred friendſhip that has link'd our minds 


From the warm ſunny hour of luſty youth, 
"i B 
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To the chill winter of declining age, 

Firſt turn'd my fancy towards the fair Honoria ! 

Yet, rather than by ſorrow's icy touch, 20 
To bend ſo ſweet a bloſſom to the grave, 

I wou'd renounce my hopes, and her, for ever. 


Enter Duke ALBERT. 


ALBERT to VALMONT. 


I greet you, noble Sir; and in your looks, 
Read the bland tablet of my future joy! 


MoNTALVA. 


Alas! my ſon, fate frowns upon thy hopes; 
The fair Honoria, rich Italia's ſtar 


ALBERT. 


Say, what of her? Is there from nature's hand 
So rare a model of tranſcendent worth? 
The brilliant Heſperus that leads the day 
Is not ſo chearing to the Pilgrim's ſight, 30 
As ſhe to mine 


MoNTALVA. 


Now Albert, hear me ſpeak : 

When laſt I ſaw her, on the tender theme, 

I mark'd, on her pale cheek, a trickling drop, 
The ſilent herald of approaching woe! 


ALBERT. 


O! 'tis the cunning faſcinating charm 
That nature gives to maiden modeſty, 


To make her work more lovely! Does not the flow'r 


Moſt court the ſenſe, when deck'd with morning's tears? 
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MoNnTALVA. 
And would'ſt thou blaſt the ſweet, the drooping bud? 
Corne, like a nipping, an untimely froſt, 40 


And wither all its beauties to the duſt ? 

My ſon, I will not think ſo baſely of thee ; 
A noble nature cannot taſte of joy, 

That leaves another bankrupt and forlorn. 


ALBERT. 


I know that love can take all forms to pleaſe! 
And think not that I nurſe too vain a fancy, 
If I dare hope Honoria will be mine! 
A bluſh of meek complacency o'erſpread 
'The ſnow of her pure boſom, when I told 
My tale of tender import? Thus we mark 50 
The lily, blended in a garland ſweet, 


Fluſh'd with the ſoft reflection of the roſe ! 


VALMONT. 

And do we fear to feaſt our raptured ſenſe, 
Leſt we may find, conceal'd, a wounding thorn ? 
But ſee, ſhe comes! The inſolent diſdain 
That fits imperious on her haughty brow, 

Be it thy taſk to combat and ſubdue. 


Enter HONORIA. 


This day, Honoria, muſt decide thy fate; 
Thou art Count Albert's bride, or not my daughter. 


HONORIA. 


Indeed! I think this mandate ſomewhat cruel! 60 
Relentleſs pow'r may drag me to the altar; 
But the free ſoul ſhrinks from the tyrant's graſp, 
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| And lords it o'er oppreſſion! I came here 
| To know my ſentence ; and, if juſt, obey. 


VALMONT. 


Again TI urge, and with a father's right, 
A proud alliance with the noble Albert. 


HONORIA. 


Periſh his name! for it is hateful to me. 
O ! I had rather be the pooreſt wretch 
That on the barren mountain ſtands forlorn, 
An exile from his kindred and his home, 70 1 
Than barter honeſty for empty thew ! 
Thoſe who for paltry gold wou'd part with peace, 
At beſt can prove themſelves but thrifty fools. _ 


VALMONT, graſping Honoria's hand. 


Take heed, ungrateful girl, and mark me well; 
The ſoul of Valmont cannot brook denial. 
I have no proſpect of delight, ſave one. 


HONORIA. 


Thy daughter's murder! By yon azure dome ) 
That flings its mighty concave o'er the world, 
I will encounter poverty or death, 
Rather than ſell my freedom! This proud heart 8c 
Wou'd burſt with indignation, cou'd my tongue 
Pronounce a vow, degrading to its honor! 
Does the vain ſuitor arrogantly hope 
To buy me like a flave? A ſhackled ſlave! 
O! impious and preſuming! may his days 
Creep ſlowly on, diſaſtrous and forlorn ; 
May the worſt demons of deſpair aſſail him 
For urging ſuch a deed of dark injuſtice ! 
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VALMONT. 
Think on the ſplendours that await thy will. 


HoNORIA. 


Can all the wreaths that bind a victim's breaſt 9o 
Conceal the agony that throbs within ? 
Give to the child of foily, toys for fools ; 
My ſoul diſdains them ! I am Valmont's daughter ; 
Nor will I e'er diſgrace my noble name, 
By being leſs than what that title makes me! 


VALMONT. 


I wou'd augment the luſtre of thy days; 
Place thee amidſt ſuch dazzling rays of glory, 
That ev'ry eye ſhou'd wonder to behold thee ! 


\ HONORIA. 


So the fierce flame of a meridian ſun 
Gilds the poor inſect which it dooms to death! 109 


VALMONT. 


Perverſe deſtroyer of a father's hopes! 
And dar'ſt thou diſobey, when I command? 


HoxoRIA. 
I dare not ſell my foul! 


VALMONT. 


Go, ſelf-will'd fool! 
Thy diſobedience covers me with ſhame ! 
Oh! had thy mother liv'd, her gentle heart 
Had throb'd with anguiſh at thy wayward ſcorn ; 
'Tis for thy honour I this union urge, 
What elſe can prompt me 
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Hoxorra. 


Ambition! not that emulative zeal 
Which wings the tow'ring ſouls of godlike men! 110 
But bold, oppreſſive, felf-created pow'r, 
That trampling o'er the barrier of the taws, 
And ſcattering wide the tender ſhoots of pity, 
Strikes at the root of reaſon, and confines 
Nature itſelf in bondage! Oh! 'tis vile! 
But, thank the Gods! no ſpells can curb the mind, 
While ſplendour's proudeſt claim is leſs than virtue! 


MonTALVA. 
Honoria, ſpare thy anguiſh and thy ſcorn; 
And know, that ere the glories of my name 
Shou'd dimly gleam beneath a tear of thine 
I wou'd behold them periſh ; curſt be thoſe, 120 
Who, to advance their own ambitious hopes, 
Wou'd triumph on the rights of truth and nature! 
| [Trumpets without, 
My ſon, that ſummons chides thy tardy lance ! 
I will attend thee boy. Valmont, farewell. 
[ Exeunt Montalva and Albert. 


HoNoORIA. 


Who is the cautious hero, that accepts 
The vaunting challenge of the haughty Albert ? 


VALMONT. 


J dare not tell; for tis the ſtranger's wiſh, 
That none ſhou'd ſeek to know his rank or name. 
From Sicily he comes, and nobly born; 
Right well he wields the lance, and is moſt apt 130 
In feats of chivalry and bold exploit! 
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Honorta. 


From Sicily! my ſoul is chill'd with fear! [| Aide. 
Sir, I attend your will, and proud ſhall be 
To witneſs Albert's valour! for believe, 
Altho' I cannot love, I can be juſt; 
Nor will the youthful hero's laurels fade, 
Becauſe they twine not with the myrtle bough. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


[Opens and diſcovers a ſpacious court in the palace of the 
prince Montalva, ſplendidly decorated for a tourna- 
ment. Various ſpectalors ſeated on riſing benches; on 
one fide a canopy, beneath which are ſeated, Honoria, 
(attended by Agnes) the prince Montalva {with Albert 

ftanding near him) and the Marquis Valmont. 

On the oppoſite fide of the ſtage land three knights in ar- 
mour, each wearing a ſcarfe and helmet of the ſame co- 
our as the ſtandard, borne by his page who waits near 
him: Alferenzi lands at ſome diſtance, nearer the 
wing than the other knights, with his page alſo. 


STANDARDS. 


17. Yellow, with a burning mountain. 
2nd. Green, with a wreath of flowers and fruits. 
3rd. Compoſed of filver waves, plain. 


ALFERENZI'S STANDARD. 


White, with the moto, x Virtue is nobility. His ſcarfe 
white with gold fringe. As the curtain riſes te ſeft 
muſic, children flrew flowers and laurels. Then, 
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follow warlike trophies to martial muſic. When the 
age is arranged, Albert deſcends from the fleps of the 
throne, and approaches the armed knights, 


ALBERT {to the firſt). 


If that my ſenſes do not play me falſe, 
Or my eyes dazzle with your noble bearings, 
Methinks I read, beneath theſe quaint devices, 140 
Illuſtrious names! This flaming ſtandard 
Emblem of Etna's brow, that ſcorches Heav'n, ! 
This creſt of gold, that like a meteor burns, 
Mocking the noon's fierce fires! do give thee out 
Meſſina's Prince, the valiant Angelo! 
[The Prince bows acknowledgment, 


ALBERT to the ſecond). 


This verdant enſign, this enamel'd wreath 
(Tinted with rainbow dies) which ſeems to grow, 
And while its perfume ſcents the unſeen air, 
Bluſhes with modeſt grace! I well deviſe 150 
Sprang from the witching garden of the world, 
Luxurious Italy! and therefore greet 
Verona's noble Duke, the gallant Claudio! 

[ The Duke bows acknowledgment. 


ALBERT to the third). 


This filv'ry banner, that doth like the waves 

Play in fantaſtic gambols with the air, 

Dancing light-boſom'd in the ſunny beam, 

Beſpeaks the Adriatic ! Beauteous ſea! 

That doth encompaſs Venice with a zone 

Bright as the morning ſun! Thou doſt declare 

The offspring of Bellario, Duke of Venice. 160 
[ The Duke bows acknowledgment. 
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ALBERT, {approaching Alferenzi. 


Now, gallant ſtranger, let me aſk, nor think 
I mean uncourteouſly to mock your fancy, 
Why, thus conceal'd, you enter in the liſts? 
What are your rights armoreal ? 


[ Alferenzi points to his flandard. 


ALBERT. 
Tis not enough, 


That innate luſtre beams about your ſoul! 


What are your claims to mingle in the onſet ? 


ALFERENZI. 


Thoſe claims, that place the good above the proud! 
The ſtream that ruſhes thro' theſe ardent veins 
Flows from a ſource that never knew pollution! 170 
Though ſprang, brave Albert, from a fire, whoſe arm 
Has made the enemies of virtue tremble, 
I ſcorn to ſhield me with another's name, 
And only boaſt the honours I atchieve. 


ALBERT. 
Moſt nobly urged! What is your paſſport here? 


ALFERENZI. 


Nor gold, nor gems, nor purchas'd adulation, 
Nor vap'riſh vaunting, nor the breath of fools ! 
Nor flatt'ry's airy fame that bubbles down 
The broad ſtream of the world, and burſts at laſt 
In blank oblivion! 180 


ALBERT. 


High-ſounding words 
C 
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Beguile with magic power the ſenſe they ſeize, 
And cheat it into faith. But ere your name 
Shines on the liſt of valour, of your worth 
Tis fit you give ſome ſample. 


ALFERENZI1. 


Take my ſcorn! [ Throwing his gauntlet. 
Thus do I hurl my gauntlet at your feet 


And mock your ſcrutiny ; The hand it owns, 
Has never palm'd with fools, or let the baſe 
Its blood contaminate! what wou'd you more? 190 


ALBERT. 
If that thy ſoul be lofty as thy ſpeech, 
Thou art indeed, right hoble ! I ſhall expect 
That thou wilt give me proof, without delay. 
ALFERENZI. 
I do not fear ; my lance will do that for me. 


[The onſet begins: Alferenzi flands more forward than 
thereft on the flage. Albert vanguiſbes Angelo. 


ALFERENZI, (afide ). 


So falls the vaunting ſelf-enamour'd fool! 
The flame that ſoars too high, evaporates, 
And waſtes in empty nothing! 


[Albert diſarms Claudio. 


ALFERENZI Caſide. ) 


Honoum full blown, like ſummer flow'rs decay ! 
I thought thy emblem was too fair to laſt ! 


[ Albert vanguiſhes Bellario. 


| 
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ALFERENZI, /afide). 


So the ſwift ſtorm fcowls o'er the ſunny ſpheres ; 200 
Brave offspring of the proud and filvry m in, 
Thou ſee'ſt that fame is fickle as the waves! 
Albert advances and gazes at Alferenzi. 


ALBERT. 


Now, haughty ſtranger, I will prove thy lance ; 
And either dim it with diſhonour's taint, — 
Or ſink beneath thy ſcorn! 


[They fight ; after a fierce onſet, Alferenzi diſarms Albert, 


and inſtantly kneeling, preſents his jcarfe to n 
while the curtain falls to martial muſic. 


SCENE III. A Pavilion. 
Enter HONOR1A and AGNEs. 


HoNORIA. 


It is my Alferenzi, gentle Agnes! 
He is the conqueror, and he well deſerves 
The proud affections of my captive heart! 
Oh! didſt thou mark him, when his glitt'ring lance 
Like the blue lightning arm'd with threat'ning death 
Ruſh'd on the boſom of his vanquiih'd foe? 210 


AGNES. 


Each eye with admiration follow'd him 
Thro' all the varying conflicts of the ſcene! 
What is his parentage ? his name is Noble 


HONORIA. of 


His father is a man ol loftieſt birth, 


A brave Sicilian ! This, his only ſon, 
e 2 
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Was train'd to arms, and all Calabria's ſhores 


Have rung with plaudits at his bold exploits ! 
Illuſtrious, in himſelf, all outward ſhew 

Borrows thoſe graces which it cannot lend, 220 
For he derives no dignity from pow'r, | 

By fortune leſs diſtinguiſh'd than by fame ! 

Some few months ſince in Tuſcany we met, 

And there profeſs'd ſuch vaws of tender faith, 

As neither time or abſence e'er can change, 

Hither he came diſguis'd, in hopes to win 

My father's love by deeds of chivalry ! 

He has unlock'd the treaſure of his heart 

To my relentleſs parent, whoſe ſtern mind 

Is ſtill devoted to Montalva's heir ! 230 


AGNES. 
Alas! I know not how to give you counſel. 


HONORIA. 


I did not think that Nature's fineſt art 
Could faſhion Reaſon to ſuſtain ſuch woe! 
Heav'n knows there's nothing ſo forlorn as I! 
The ſea- beat mariner, who on the ſhrouds 
Hangs at the mercy of the warring winds, 
Rock'd by the howling ſpirits of the deep, 
May count him in a cradle of repoſe, 
And think the roaring blaſt a zephyr's breath, 
Compar'd with paſſion's wild and madd'ning ſtorm ! 
Amidſt the mingling labyrinths of thought, 241 
Bewilder'd Patience turns, and turns again, 
Till hopeleſs, and o'erwhelm'd, ſhe faints, and dies! 


AGcNEs. 


From childhood uncontroul'd, your ſoften'd mind 
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But ill can combat life's perplexing thorns. 
Sole miſtreſs of this caſtle's rich domains 


HoNORIA. 
Aye! There again, oh, moſt diſaſtrous ſtate! 


A mother's care, in infancy I loſt, 

But, the ſad hour, or manner of her death, 

I never yet could learn : my father's frowns 250 
Whene'er I preſs'd enquiry of her fate, 

Still aw'd me into ſilence; Oh! if ſhe liv'd ; 

Tho' poor, deſerted, friendleſs, and oppreſs'd, 

I would, o'er burning plains, or waſtes of ſnow, 

A bare-foot wand'rer, ſeek her out, and bleſs her ! 


AGNES. 


Strange rumours have been buzz'd abroad, and ſome 
Have dar'd accuſe your father of her death! 


HonoRIa. 


Oh! God! The life-blood freezes at my heart! 
My father! | 


AGNES. 


Nay more! his brother ! noble Leonardo! 260 
Some buſy fools have ſaid, in exile lives, 
To curſe his perſecutor ! 


HONORIA. 
Gracious Heaven! 


Enter ALBERT. 


| ALBERT. 
Honoria! is my deſtiny decreed! 
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Wilt thou not bend thy footſteps to that altar, 
Where meek-ey'd pity bathes the wounds of love? 


HONORIA. 


Never! yon hoſt of ſaints that know my thoughts, 
Know they are fix d, and tow'ring o'er my fate, 
Like the vaſt rocks that bound the ſtormy main! 

Let the fierce tempeſt of a father's rage 270 
Daſh my ſoul's purpoſe, as the foaming waves 

Waſte their vain fury on the flinty ſhore ! 

I can, with patience, bear all human ills ; 

All, that gaunt poverty can heap upon me; 

The cold diſdain of inſolence and pride, 
Peace-wounding calumny, or death itſelf ! 

Rather than break my vows,—to Alferenzi. 


ALBERT. 


Perdition blaſt his hopes! the daring villain ! 
But he ſhall periſh! 


HoNoORIA. 


What! becauſe he loves? 280 
Oh! do not ſcatter my wild thoughts to frenzy! 
Tis not the province of a noble nature, 
To plunge a poniard in the vanquiſh'd heart 
Stain not thy glowing laurels, won by valour, 
With the pale luſtre of a woman's tears. 
Albert, embattled legions have beheld 
Thy dauntleſs creſt, bound with immortal wreaths ! 
Then know; the ſword that's ſteep'd in gallant blood 
Shou'd at the fount of pity cleanſe its ſtaines, 
Ere reaſon aches to ſee it! Spare thy foe, 290 
Nor let the poiſon fell of private hate, 
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Diſgrace thy kindred, or thy country's fame! 


ALBERT. 
I will be calm, if thou wilt bid me hope. 


| HonoR1A. | 
There's not a wretch that breathes, but dares to hope. 
The wither'd tenant of a dungeon's gloom, 
Who, ſhut unpitied from the face of heav'n 
Almoſt forgets the radiance of the ſun! 
Still in his priſon ſees effulgent hope, 
That diſſipates the horrors of {till night, 
And bids him ſmile upon his galling chain! 
That pow'r inſtinctive, mocks the tyrant's nod; 300 
Secure within itſelf, the conſcious ſoul 
Still feeds on hope, and triumphs to the laſt! 
Albert! be wiſe! Take for thy mind's repoſe 
That med' cine, reaſon miniſters to truth, 


And all may yet be well! [Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. 
Before VALMONT's Caſtle. Evening. Enter Al rE- 
RENZI. 
ALFERENZI. 


This is the hour, when on yon lofty terrace 
Honoria comes to taſte the evening air, 
And, with the dulcet tinkling of her lute, 
Bid the lorn nightingale forget his tale 
And pauſe, in wonder rapt! Thecrimſon weſt 310 
Gilds the grey battlements with bluſhing gold ! 
And viewleſs myriads o'er the fainting flow'rs, 
Cloſe their long ſultry day with humming ſong! 
As through the valley penſively I wander'd, 
At ev'ry cottage door the weary hind 
Sat midſt his infant race, with ditty old, | 
Cheating the trav'ller Time; while twilight's hand 
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Oer the till landſcape drew a duſky veil. 

Ere now, the freckled carle forgets the world, 

And in his unbarr'd chamber \.. eetly ſleeps, 320 
Lull'd by the mulic of the mountain breeze ! 

Oh! ſplendor! cou'dſt thou taſte the ſoothing dreams 
That throng about the ruſhy couch of toil, 

How wou'dit thou ſicken at the tiſſued bed 

That ſhades thy fev'riſh temples! Who comes here? 


* 
* 
1 
* 
A 
q 
0 
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Enter VALMONT from the caſtle. 


VALMONT. 
I thought to find the victor, —Alferenzi ! 


ALFERENZI, 
Then, thou art not deceived, for I am he.--- 


VALMONT. 


It ill becomes a valiant ſon of honour 
To lurk at this ſtill hour, and ſeek occaſion 
To act a ſcene of darkneſs. Turn thy thoughts, 339 
To the broad field of conqueſt and renown ; 
Nor waſte in am'rous folly manhood's prime, * 
While glory and ambition claim your ſword. 


ALFERENZ1. 


I do not need your counſel, for I know j 
A ſoldier's valour is his country's fame! 
Yet Heaven forbid ambition's furious tide ; 
Shou'd whelm the milder virtues of the ſoul : 
The proudeſt triumphs that await the brave 
Look not ſo beauteous in the ſight of Heav'n, 
As mercy's humbleſt tear! 349 5 
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VALMONT. 


A weak evaſion! 
Again I tell thee, that Honoria's heart 
Is pledg'd, to brave Montalva's only heir! 


ALFERENZI. 
Her hand, thou mean'ſt; but may the God of battle 


Amidit whole legions of the foe, forſake me, 


May foul diſhonour blight my faireſt hopes, 

If ever I renounce thy peerleſs child ! 

Curſt be the ſordid wretch whoſe grov'ling ſoul 

Wou'd bind, in golden chains, a trembling ſlave ; 

Or, like a daſtard, traffic with the baſe 350 
To ſell that freedom, Heav'n deſign'd for all! 


VALMONT, 
Thy rage, raſh youth, can only move my pity ; 
Nor will I dim the Juſtre of my ſword, 
To curb; or to chaſtiſe,---a daring ſtripling. 
ALFERENZ1, {drawing his ſword). 
Defend thyſelf! yet, ſoft, a moment's pauſe ; 
Thou art the father of my ſoul's beſt darling; 
The ſource of all the light that gilds my days ! 
And therefore forgive thee. 


VALMONT. 


Vaunting ſlave! 

What then, at laſt thou prov'ſt thyſelf a braggart! 1 
An empty, bold, and arrogant preſumer ! 
Boy, the young blood forſakes thy quiv'ring lip— 
Is it the touch of fear, or ſecret malice ? 

[ Alferenzi raiſes his ſword, then lowers it. 
Guilt ! conſcious guilt unnerves thy trembling arm, 

D 
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While her pale enſign blanches o'er thy cheek ; 
Nay, frown again, while I, with ſmiles repay 
The foe, I ſcorn to combat. 


ALFERENZI1, (ſheathing his ſword.) 
Have a care! 


I do conjure thee, venerable man, 


Urge not my hand to do a deed of horror ! 
I would not be thy murd'rer— 


| VALMONT. 
Nobly ſaid ! 


Then ſwear, by faith, by honour, and your ſword, 


Never again to ſee her. Doſt thou pauſe ? 


ALFERENZI1. 


O! bid me, rather curſe yon glorious orb, 
That rolls his burning chariot thro' the ſky ! 
Tell me, with baſe and ſacrilegious hands 
To murder ſmiling infants, or profane 
Religion's {till and conſecrated ſhrine : 

Bid me ruſh forth, a damned parricide, 
And drink the lifeſtream of a parent's heart! 
There is no deed of horror ſo abhorr'd, 


As violation of my faith to her. 


VALMONT. 


She will but mock you; for to morrow's dawn 


Will ſee her Albert's bride ; and till that hour 


She keeps her chamber: ſuch are my commands; 


And ſhe reſpects a father's right too much, 
To think of Alferenzi! 


ALFERENZI. 
"Tis falſe as hell! 


379 


380 
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She willnot ſo degrade the ſoul ſhe owns, 
Nor will I brook a rival! Tell him ſo; 390 
Tell the vain boaſter, that a father's pride, 
Shall by a lover's vengeance, be chaſtis'd. 


[ The curfew tolls. 


VALMONT. 


The curfew calls me home, toev'ning pray'r. 
Mark me, raſh boy; if ever you approach 
"Theſe caſtle walls again, without my bidding, 
'That hour ſhall be your laſt! "Think, and be wiſe. 


[ Exit, 
ALFERENZI. 


To-morrow ! if thou op'ſt thy golden eye 
To ſee Honoria wedded to duke Albert, 
Thy parting glance ſhall ſhine upon my grave! 
Now will I, to my ſolitary home, 400 
To taſte a lover's only food, ſharp ſorrow ! 
To paint on fancy's tablet, my ſoul's joy, 
And dream of bliſs---Tho' I ſhou'd wake to madneſs. 
| Exit. 
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ACT II. SCENE V. 


A Gothic Hall, with a Gallery and Staircaſe. 


Enter HoNxORIA, and AGNEs. 


HoNORIA. 


A pris'ner ſaid'ſt thou? In my father's caſtle ! 
Here, where from infancy, my growing reaſon, 
Has taught me to look forward with delight! 

Is this the noontide of ſo blithe a promiſe ? 

O! Agnes; happy is the mountain peaſant, 

T hat wakes exulting, with the morning beam, 
And ſtill a ſtranger to the cares of greatneſs, 
Sinks to ſoft ſlumbers with the ſetting ſun! 

The ſeaſons are to him but pleaſing changes 

Of labour and repoſe; his wife, his infants, 
The ſmiling ſubjects, bound by nature's laws 
To decorate his little world of love! 


AGNES. 


Yet *tis not always thus; for oft we ſee, 
That virtue to the rugged wild retir d, 
Still finds the thorn, affliction in its way. 


HONORIA. 


But the rough child of nature knows no guile; 
No honey d poiſon meets his healthful lips 
Steep'd in the gilded chalice of deceit : 

By poverty, from envy far remov'd, 
No ſawning ſycophant aſſails his door, 
Where holy innocence preſides, ſecure! 
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AGNES. 


Give not your thoughts to melancholy muſing ; 
By pond'ring o'er paſt woe, we oft' neglect 
The means of future joy. 


HoNoRIA. 


Now, hear me, Agnes; 
This night, I promis'd in the foreſt's gloom 
To meet my Alferenzi ; there to pour 
All my vaſt ſtore of ſorrows in his breaſt, 
And then to ſeek oblivion! 


AGNES. 


Yet, Forbear! 
Be not ſo raſh ; parental rage is tranſient, 20 
And nature bends the heart to ſuffering virtue ! 


HoxoRIA. 


Oh! cou'd tranſcendent virtue's charm ſubdue 
T he haughty ſpirit of my father's ſoul, 
He had not, with remorſeleſs rage, depriv'd 
An only child, ef a fond mother's care. 
But ſhe's in Heaven! 


AGNES. 
Yet, ſee thy Alferenzi— 


HoNORIA. [Valmont appears in the gallery. 


Ah! do not mock my anguiſh ; gods! to ſee him, 
O'er the bleak deſert, or the craggy mountain, 
Bow'd by the yelling blaſt, and beating tempeſt, 4e 
No light, ſave that, the livid flaſh afforded, 
Still wou'd I wander, pleas'd, and unrepining ! 
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AGNES. 


Attend ; without the proſpect of ſuch danger, 
You may hold converſe freely; the ſtern guard, 
Your father makes the keeper of your priſon, 

I can perſuade to pity; if you'll venture 
The weſtern portal ſhall be open to you, 
And in the foreſt, by the midnight moon, 
You may confer in ſafety, and unſeen. 


HONORIA. 


O! bleſſings on thee! ſoft, this ray of hope 50 
Dazzles my aching ſenſes, and! ſtart 
As from a dream of horror, where the brain 
Stampt with the ſemblance of ſome phantom dire 
Reflects it, waking, to the fearful gaze! 
Now, gentle Agnes! ſeek my Alferenzi ; 
Tell him, the gloom that hides a maiden's bluſh, 
Preſents no terror to the ſpotleſs ſoul ! 
Guilt fears the witching hour of ſpectred night, 
When, on the murd'rer's front, the ſtarting drop, 
Sits like the dew upon the pois'nous toad ! 60 
But virtue, guided by its own pure ray, 
Treads the rude path, undaunted and ſecure. 
Now, to thy taſk, and may the pow'rs of pity 
Guard thee from every ill! I will away, 
And in my priſon chamber, wait thy ſignal. 


| Eveunt ſeverally. 
[ Valmont deſcends from the gallery. 


VALMONT. 
Go; diſobedient fiend ! 
Long ſhalt thou wait before thy minion comes: 
The midnight moon, reflecting what ſhe ſees, 
Shall veil her placid brow with tints of blood! 
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No ſound ſhall greet thine ear with ſignal kind; 

But the lone owl, with horror-boding ſhriek, 70 
Shall pierce thy love- ſick, palpitating heart. 

How like her mother look'd the froward girl! 

On that dread night, when her proud father fell, 


So did ſhe lure me to her fatal ſnare. 


Away, reflection! vengeance calls me hence; 
And I obey the ſummons. [ Exit. 


SCENE VI. 
Before the Caſtle. Moonlight. 


Enter ALBERT, wrapped in a Venetian cl:ak. 


ALBERT. 


I cannot be deceived ! 

I heard the voice of Agnes from the terrace, 
Call ſoft on Alferenzi! if he attends 
The guilty bidding, ere the twilight gleams, Bo 
Or him or I muſt fall! now ſullen night 
Flings her ſtar-ſpangled mantle o'er the globe, 
And ſpirits hoſtile to the ſoul of man 
Weave the dark web of miſchief! bodings ſtrange 
Knock at my heart and make my pulſes beat 
As tho' the life- ſtream ſtruggled with my fate. 

[ 4 light appears in the tower. 
That is Honoria's chamber ; and ſhe wakes 
At this unuſual hour; *tis paſling ſtrange ! 
Hah! ſhe approaches. [ Albert draws back. 


AGNES comes forth from the caſtle, 
AGNES. 
Franciſco is our friend ; 
Thus far, kind fortune ſmiles upon our hopes ! GO 
How awful is this ſilence ! The faint breeze 
Sleeps like an infant lull'd by its own ſong! 
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Scarcely three hours have wing'd their tardy flight, 
Since from the watch-tow'r I diſtinctly mark'd 

The penſive Alferenzi ; on a bank 

O'er-canopied by odrous myrtle boughs, 

With folded arms, like one, not loving life, 

Mournful he ſtood, inclining o'er the ſtream 

That ſeem'd to ſoothe him with its murm'ring ſound, 


[ She hears footſteps. 
Now all the ſpirits of the night protect me. 100 
f [ Exit. 


ALBERT. 


Oh! buſy, cunning miniſter of ill! 
Thou draw'ſt thy victim to that dizzy point 
From whence my ſword ſhall hurl him to perdition ! 
Come, ſweet revenge, thou haggard imp of hell, 
Come, let me riot in thy iron arms, 
And glut my ſoul with luxury of hate ! 
Some gne approaches—to my hiding place 
Till I make ſure of vengeance ! 

[ Retires into the wood. 


Enter VALMONT, from behind the caſtle, 


VALMONT. 


Ha! does the coward ſhun me? 
Thus have I caught the thief in his own ſnare: 110 
It muſt be Alferenzi, like a traitor, 
Lurking in ambuſh, with a villain's hand, 
To ſteal a father's treaſure. Day's proud Lord! 
Soon as he decks his Eaſtern car with fire, 
Shall ſee the wily ſerpent writhe in death! 
Thou God of retribution ! Thou, whoſe voice 
Bids the pale caitiff dread the thunder's bolt, 
Now ſhield my arm, and let it ſtrike ſecurely. | £x:t. 
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They fight in the wood. 


Valmont re-enter's pale and aghaſt; one hand holds a 
drawn ſword, the other is bleeding. Honoria opens a 
ſmall door in the tower, and comes upon the battlements. 


HoxoR1a. 
Agnes, oh! ſpeak ; is Alferenzi there? 

A deep groan iſſues from the wood ; Valmont farts. 
Hark ! 120 
Do my ſtartled ſenſes yet deceive me ? 

Or did I hear a ſoul-departing groan | 
In yon dark tangled wood? Who paſſes there ? 
Speak, or the caſtle bell ſhall raiſe the country. 
It muſt be ſome unwary traveller, | 
Benighted in this ſolitary gloom, 

Waylaid and murder'd by conceal'd banditti ! 


Varimonr, {fearfully.) 
Be ſtill, Honoria, *tis thy father, child; 
Send round a vaſſal to unbar the gate, 
For I am faint with anguiſh. 130 


HONORIA. 


Heav'ns! why that piercing tone of trembling fear? 
I thought, ere now, that ſleep had folded you 
On the ſoft couch of ſafety and repoſe. 
J will diſpatch a vaſſal inſtantly 


To give you entrance. [ Retires into the Tower. 


VALMONT. 


Oh ! bluſhing ſword ! 
Thou inſtrument accurs'd, that gave away 
My ſoul, ſin-ſpotted ſoul, where ſhall I hide thee ? 
[The gate opens. Valmont enters. 


26 THE SICILIAN LOVER. 


SCENE VII. Hoxozra's Chamber. 


A lamp burning near a window, A door open to the bat- 


flements, ſrom which Honoria enters. The moon ſeen 
half concealed by clouds, oppoſite the door. 


HoxoRIA, who wears the ſcarf of Alferenzi. 


Agnes not yet return'd ! That groan of death 
Still vibrates on my brain, and bids me fear 


For Alferenzi's ſafety—Heav'n protect him! 140 


Valmont enters with his ſword drawn, and his hand 
ſmear'd with blood, He ſhrinks at the fight of Honoria, 
who ſhrieks and runs towards him. 


HoNORIA. 


Prophetic pow'rs! Hah! what am I to think ? 
Why is that hand ſo gaſh'd, and ſtain'd with blood ? 
Speak ere the current of my heart congeals, 

And all my faculties freeze up with horror! 
Thou'rt deadly pale! and the cold dew of fear 
Doth gliſten on thy brow ! Alas! ny father! 
| [ Falls on his neck. 


VALMONT, (wildly. } 1 


Peace! be ſilent. Heard you not the tempeſt 
That ſhook our lofty tow'rs from their foundation? 
Saw you the black wing of the howling blaſt, 
Sweeping our turrets, red with human gore? 150 


HONORIA. 


I pray thee help me bind this bleeding hand. 
Ah! let me call aſſiſtance: thou art faint! 


{Honoria binds the ſcarf round Valmont's bleeding hand. 
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VALMONT. 


Call, call the world's vaſt multitude to curſe me! 
Let hungry vultures batten on my heart ; 
Pluck out mine eyes to feed the eagle's brood, 
Leſt they, by gazing on thee, fear thy beauty ! 


HoNoRIA. 
Whence comes this ſtrange diſorder of thy brain? 


VALMONT. 


From that inſernal gulph, where guilty ſouls 
How!l in deſpair! Oh! 'twas a ſtormy hour! 
The earth was palſied, and the vaulted ſpheres 160 
Flaſh'd forth indignant flames, while all around 
Pale ſpectres yell'd in triumph o'er the deed ! 


HONORIA. 


Thy fancy doth beguile thy better reaſon; 
A night more ſtil] and calm I ne' er have ſeen ! 
Tis the ſweet pauſe, when nature ſinks to reſt, 
To wake again with renovated charms |! 
No object ſeems to move, ſave the thin clouds, 
That ſlowly floating o'er the grey expanſe, 
Veil the bright forehead of the ſilv'ry moon. 


VALMONT. 


Thou art deceiv'd ! | 
There is a fiend abroad with mildew wing 170 
Blighting creation ! Hell yawns forth monſters, 
And the blue air is choak'd with poiſon'd miſts, 
Thick'ning to hide the gen'ral wreck of nature! 
Say, wilt thou aid the miniſters of wrath, 
To curſe an aged father ? 

E 2 
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HONORIA. 


Heav'n ſhield me from the thought! 
Why doſt thou aſk ſuch incoherent queſtions ? 
Whoſe were the crimſon drops that ſtain thy ſword ? 


VALMONT. 

He met me on my way; he croſs'd my path; 
Revenge, unſated, panted for his blood ! 180 
Wou'd I had periſh'd ere my ſword had reach'd him. 

HoxORIA. 

Whom doſt thou mean ? 

VALMONT. 

Thy lover !—Alterenzi! 

 HoxoR1a. 


Oh, monſtrous and inhuman ! quit my ſight, 
Leſt I ſhou'd, darting o'er the bounds of reaſon, 
Tear all the bonds of filial love aſunder, 2 
And brand thee with the name of an aſſaſſin! 

Go, hide thyſelf for ever, raſh old man, 
For thy deep-furrow'd cheek is ſtampt with murder. 


VALMONT. 


Reſtrain thy frenzy; know, a father's life 190 
Depends upon thy ſilence : I muſt hence 
Before the broad and blabbing eye of day 
Glares on the ſcene of ſlaughter ! Fare thee well ! ! 
I wou'd embrace thee ere we part for ever, 
But that theſe red contaminated hands 
Wou'd ſtain thy white and unpolluted foul ! [| Going. 


HONORIA. 


Thou ſhalt not leave me: 
Thou, whom the voice of nature taught me firſt 
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To love and honour, art more dear than ever, 

Becauſe thou art more wretched. 
[ She goes to embrace her father, ſees the bloody 
ford, and recoils with horror. 

Put up that ſword ! It blaſts my ſhatter'd ſenſes! 200 

Oh! I'm loſt ! my wild ethereal ſpirit 

Springs o'er the confines of ſupreme deſpair, 

And flies to Alferenzi! 


VALMONT, {ſheathing his ſword.) 


Already the grey dawn ſteals o'er the foreſt, 
And tips our battlements with duſky light ; 
Danger comes trembling on the wings of time, 
And time, not daring to record the deed, 

Flies ſwiftly on ! Come, let me lead thee, love. 


HoxORIA, wildly. } 


Oh! lead me where all memory ſhall fade; 
Where blank oblivion deſolates the ſcene! 
Yet, ſtay ; I have a ſecret to unfold. 
See'ſt thou yon ſtar, that in the roſy Eaſt 
Stands like a lacquey at the gates of day, 
Scatt'ring afar the ſhadow-veſted clouds 
That on the glitt'ring threſhold ling'ring hung? 
All will be well! The ſun will warm his breaſt, 
And Heav'n's own tears, unſeen by mortal eyes, 
Will conſecrate his grave! ſo pure is pity ! 


Enter Franciſco. Honoria endeavours to conceal her 
| father, particularly his hand, 


Hoxok1a to Franciſco wildly.) 


Well? Is he dead? What elſe has brought thee hither? 
All guiltleſs ſouls devote this hour to ſleep, 220 
Then why are we ſtill waking ? Who art thou ? 
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FRANCISCO. 


Forgive me, lady, for this bold intruſion ; 
But the deep groans I heard beneath our walls, 
Urged me to ſeek the Marquis 


HoNxoORIA. 


Why ? what is to him? He knows not of it; 
And if he did, tis now, alas! paſt cure. 


VALMONT. 


This is the wand'ring of her fcatter'd thoughts ; 

Do not diſturb her farther ; now, good night ; 
Get thee to bed | fernly], and when the ſun peeps forth, 
We'll to the foreſt—but your lady's ſafety, 230 
Her mind diſorder'd by ſome unknown cauſe, 
Requires that I ſhou'd watch her for a time: 
Nay, no reply. Franciſco, fare thee well. 

[Exit Franciſco. 
Come, let me lead thee. 


HoxNORIA. 
Wou'd it were to my grave ! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII. 
AI Pavilion at Montalva's Caſtle. 
Enter the Prince Montalva meeting Franciſco. . 


FRANCISCO. 


Oh, venerable Prince! I've news to tell 
Will ſeize the feeble fibres of thy brain, 
And tho? thy nerves cou'd mock the temper'd ſteel, 
Wou'd ſhiver them with horror! 
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MoNTALVA. 


Where's my ſon ? 240 
All the long night I watch'd for his return. 
Heav'n grant no ill betide him. 


FRANCISCO. 


Well I know, 
He that reports ill news, ungracious ſeems, 
Howe'er his phraſe be faſhion'd ; therefore hear 
A tale that mocks all harmony of ſpeech ! 
Startled by groans of anguiſh, I aroſe 
Ere I had preſſed my pillow one ſhort hour, 
And to the foreſt, where the tow'rs of Valmont 
Rear their dark battlements, purſu'd my way; 
There, hold my heart while I reveal a ſtory 259 
Big with all Hell's worſt hortors! Your brave ſon 
Lay by the thicket ſide, a piteous corſe ; 
The ruddy ſtream, once mantling o'er his cheek, 
Had flown to drench a dire aſſaſſin's ſword! 


, MoNTALVA. 


Nay then, my weary journey ſoon will end, 
And my long pilgrimage of worldly woe 
Fade like a fev'riſh dream] The ſource is ſtill 
From whence my ſpring of rapture roſe ſo bright! 
The flow'r that deck'd my ſilver hairs is dead! 
Blaſted and ſcatter'd by the ruthleſs ſtorm ! 269 


FRANCISCO, 
Oh! 'twas a cruel deed 


MoNTALVA. 


Alas! Franciſco! | 
And ſhall I never ſee my child again? 
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Never, in converſe ſweet, beguile the hour 


That cloſes life's dull ſcene ? It is moſt ſtrange, 


So near the caſtle, and at night's {till noon, 
When eve'ry moaning breeze diſtinctly ſteals 
O'er meditation's ear, to be ſo butcher'd ! 


FRANCISCO. 


I know not what to think ; yet much I fear 
Some ſecret malice urg'd the murd'rer's ſword 


More than the hope of plunder. 


MoNTALVA. 


Even ſo! 
Oh, good Franciſco ! Heav'n abſolve my ſoul, 
If, without proof, I judge a fellow creature ; 
But ſhrew'd ſuſpicion points at Alferenzi : 
A rival's hate alone cou'd prompt an act 


So fraught with ruin! Oh, my gallant Albert! 


FRANCISCO. 


Say, ſhall I lead you to him? The rude ſwains 
And village girls have ſtrew'd his graceful corſe, 


And ev'ry fragrant bud was ſteep'd in tears! 


MoNTALVA. 


Ah! let me not behold him ; for my eyes, 
If once they fixed upon my murdered boy, 


280 


Wou'd ſtart with anguiſh from their humid ſpheres, 


And yield me up to darkneſs ! Here I ſwear, 
Never to cheriſh hope, or ſeek repole, 
Till I have dragg'd the curſt aſſaſſin forth, 


And, by the laſt deep groan that rends his heart, 


Appeas'd the ſpirit of my valiant ſon ! [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE IX. In the Cafile of Valmont. 
Enter Alferenzi and Agnes. 


ALFERENZI. 


Gone! ſaid'ſt thou Agnes? Both, at break of day, 
Their courſe unknown, ſudden, and unattended! 290 
What can it mean? Tell me, good gentle damſel, 
Left ſhe no word of kind remembrance for me? 


AGNES., 


I knew not of their flight till they departed ; 
Before the midnight hour crept half way on 
To that which time proclaims the new-born day, 
With ſighs and tears, and many earneſt pray'rs, 
She vow'd her love and truth to Alferenzi. 


ALERENZI. 
Say on, fair Agnes! To the tortur'd wretch, 
Stung by the pois'nous ſpider to the heart, 
The ſound of minſtrelſy is not ſo ſweet ! 300 


AGNES. 


Wrung to the ſoul, by a ſtern father's rage, 
Laſt.night ſhe form'd the fatal reſolution, 
In cold monaſtic gloom, to end her days ; 
And ſcarce an hour before her ſudden flight 
Me ſhe diſpatch'd to give you timely notice, 
That to the foreſt ſhe would ſteal at midnight, 
And, by the waning luſtre of the moon, 
Bid her fond hopes, and you, farewel for ever. 


ALFERENZI. % 


Oh, moſt inhuman thought ! moſt barb'rous wiſh! 
Why did ſhe fail to keep her promiſe then? 310 
Bw 
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AGNES. 


Alas! I know not; after tedious ſearch 
To find you wand'ring at th' appointed place, 
I haſten'd to the caſtle, where I found 
The outward gate unbarr'd; I paſs'd along 
The ſolitary courts, o'erwhelm'd with fear! 
No light appear'd around the ſpacious pile, 
Save a ſmall lamp, which at a lattice grate 
Shot from the weſtern tow'r a feeble ray. 


ALFERENZI. 
Why from the weſtern tow'r ? Who reſted there? 


AGNES. 
It was the priſon of my lovely miſtreſs. 320 


ALFERENZI, 
The priſon! well, proceed ; I'm all attention. 


AGNES. 


The melancholy ſtillneſs of the night 
Made my own footſteps echo, as I trod 
The gothic cloiſters that ſurround the courts : 
On the white marble of the banner'd hall 
I. mark'd freſh drops of blood! 


ALFERENZI. 


It muſt be ſo! Aſide. 
Hold! and be careful, I conjure thee, Agnes 
There is more terrour in thoſe little words, 
Than in the proſpe& of eternal pangs. 
The father of Honoria ! Oh! my foul! 330 
This is thy laſt dread trial : ſhe is dead! 
The barbarous fiend has blotted nature's page, 
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And writ perdition with his poniard curſt 
Steep'd in the fountain of his daughter's heart! 
But tell me all; ſicken my ſenſe with horror, 
That like a maniac I may trample wide 

On all that human kindneſs prompts to ſave, 
And ſcaiter ruin round me. 


AGNES. 


Next, to the chamber of my darling miſtreſs 
I flew, with hurry'd ſtep and beating heart; 340 
There, ſtrew'd about, I ſaw her rich apparel, 
That deck 'd her perſon when I parted from her; 
Her croſs of brilliants, and her em'rald zone, 
Thrown careleſsly aſide. 


| ALFERENZI. 
O! damned monſter! 


AGNES, 


Then, wild with horror! to the northern tow'r 
Where the ſtern father erſt was wont to paſs 
The midnight hour, in ſullen meditation, 
I ruſh'd impatient; *twas the dawn of day 
The birds began to twitter on the roof, 350 
And thro' the painted caſements, purple light, 
Caſt a faint luſtre on the fearful gloom. 
I gaz'd around me 


ALFERENZI, 
Was the blood there too? 


AGNES. 6 
Yes; on the garment of the haughty marquis: 
The veſt he wore laſt night was crimſon ſpotted 
With human gore; ſcarce cold when I beheld it. 
F2.- 
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ALFERENZI. 
Oh, *tis moſt ſure ! 


Acnes. 


Now, hear me, Alferenzi ; 
Prepare thy ſoul to meet another proof, 
As black as hell itſelf! I then deſcended 360 
By a ſmall winding ſtaircaſe, dark and damp, 
To the long gall'ry, where, in pictur'd pomp, 
The ſteel-clad anceſtors of Valmont hung. 
The clock ſtruck three] Beneath the fretted roof 
The hollow-ſounding echo ling'ring ſtole ! 
I ſtarted ! Horror chain'd me to the ſpot ! 
When gazing on the ground with fear-fix'd eyes, 
I mark'd this blood-ſtain'd ſcarf, which, when I left 
My angel miſtreſs, veil'd her beauteous breaſt! 


ALFERENZI, taking the ſcarf. 


Oh! horrible! beyond what thought can frame! 370 

[ Puts the ſcarf into his boſom. 

Grow to my anguiſh'd heart. Oh ! wounded nature! | 
If in my breaſt one ſpark of mercy gleams, 
Let theſe red drops extinguiſh it for ever! 


Enter Franciſco. 
Franciſco, where's thy miſtreſs? quickly ſpeak. 


FRANCISCO. 


I fear, moſt noble Sir, ſhe's in her grave! 
When laſt I ſaw he 


ALFERENZI. 
Was ſhe not living ? 
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FRANCISCO. 
Scarcely, my Lord ; ſo ſadly wan ſhe look'd, 
That my old eyes did make my manhood bluſh 
Thro' many a trickling tear. 380 


ALFERENZI. 
Poor victim! 
And didſt thou leave her ſo? unfeeling ſlave ! | 
O!] thou haſt never lov'd; for in that heart { 
Where paſlion once had dwelt, ſome pitying drop ſi 
Wou'd linger {till to deprecate deſpair. = | 
| 


FRANCISCO. 


My Lord, I left her to a father's care ; 
She ſeem'd molt deeply troubled ; for her words ll 
Were incoherent, wild, and ſorrowful ! 1 
I wou'd have call'd aſſiſtance, but the marquis 
Commanded me to leave them. 


ALFERENZI. 

Alone! Franciſco ? 390 
FRANCISCO. 

Alone, my Lord ; I dar'd not diſobey ; 


His looks were terrible, and much I fear, 
Some direful purpoſe rankled in his ſoul. 


ALFERENZI1. 


Franciſco, get thee hence ; and let thy zeal 
Give ſtrict obſervance to thy ſearching eye, 
Explore all ſecret corners of the caſtle, 
Each darken'd niche, and ev'ry lofty tow'r: 
Murder's a lurking fiend, and ſhuns the gaze 
Of broad-ey'd honeſty ! Now fare thee woll. 
5 [ £xi: Franciſco. 
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Agnes; this father is a vile aſſaſſin! 

A barb'rous monſter, ſacrilegious ſlave, 

Who, to the demon of inſatiate wrath 

Has ſacrificed the life of his dear child! 

Oh, thou fell wolf! cou'd not ſo ſweet a lamb, 
With all the graceful eloquence of nature, 
Arreſt thy butcher's hand, and turn the knife 


On thy own curſt and moſt relentleſs boſom ? 


All Erebus, conſpiring with thy fate, 
Sent forth its blackeſt fiend to aid the deed, 
And drag thy trembling ſoul to deep perdition ! 


AGNES. 
"Tis likely, noble Albert interpos'd 


Too late to ſave Honoria, and was {lain 
By the raſh marquis to impede purſuit. 


ALFERENZI. 


Impoſſible ; none but the famiſh'd tyger 
Wou'd kill the thing it loved; if Valmont's ſoul 
Cou'd bend a moment from its churliſh mood, 
That Albert was the deareſt to his heart. 

Alas! Honoria was his only victim ! 
Her boſom was the unpolluted temple, 
Where innate truth majeſtically thron'd, 


Fear'd not the ſubtle glance of malice fell, 


Till, like the Baſiliſk, it ſeal'd its prey, 
And feaſted on its idol! All the earth 


I' traverſe o'er to ſeek the monſtrous villain ; 


410 


420 


And may the blue-wing'd bolts of Heav'n deſtroy me, 


If &'er I reſt till vengeance is complete! 


426 


[ Exeunt. 
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ACT III. SCENE X. 


The inſide of a cavern. The ſetting ſun ſeen 
through a chaſm in the rock: Ricardo and 
other banditti diſcovered drinking. 


RiCARDO. 


5 

Tis ſtrange, that thro” this ſolitary wood 
No traveller has paſs'd ſince yeſter-dawn ! 
Beſhrew me but I'm weary of our trade; 
Knaves are ſo multiplied, that honeſt men 
Live better than ourſelves ; and more ſecure, 
For each depends upon himſelf alone. 


SECOND ROBBER. 
Ricardo, doſt thou doubt our firm alliance ? 


RicARDO. 


In truth, not I; it is the Time's diſeaſe 
That palſy's honeſty ; for villains thrive 
In ſuch profuſion of victorious guilt, 10 
That ſecrecy is uſeleſs to our calling. 

Why ſkulk in cavern'd mountains, ſhrink from light, 
And lurk in ambuſh for the trav'ller's gold ? 

While in the broad effulgence of full noon, 

In cities, throng'd with gaping multitudes, 

The bolder caitiff plunders all ſecure! 


THigDd RoBBts. 
Thou know'ſt the world, Ricardo. 
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RicarDo. 


Yes; enough 
To make me ſhun one half the race of man, 
And pity all the reſt! fo frail is nature! 20 


FIRST ROBBER, 


Diſcrimination finds no eaſy taſk 
In ſearching the gay paths of buſy life, 
Where all is outward artificial ſhew, 


Put on to varniſh falſehood. 


RicARDO. 


True ; but deception wears ſo thin a maſk, 
That ſtern philoſophy ne'er fails to note it. 
Whatever ſhape, complexion, or diſguiſe, 
Hypocriſy may take, of ermin'd robe, 
Or threadbare veſtment ſcant, or witching ſmile, 
Or Cynic brow auſtere, it cannot hide 30 
The baſe deformity that lurks within ; 
The bold and ragged knave, leſs dang'rous till 
Than he, who pranks him in a cloth of gold! 


VALMONT, {without ). 
Hillo ! within there. | 


 RicAaRDoO. 


Silence, good fellows ; 
Let us retire, and ſhrewd obſervance make 
Of our unwary gueſt ; perchance ſome poor 
And woe-worn pilgrim here wou'd find a nook 
To ſhield his body from the midnight blaſt : 
Do not forget, my comrades, we are men ; 
Nor let us, like fierce lions, ruſh on man, 40 
To ſell our ſouls for plunder : reſt ye ſure, 
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Be his condition whatſoe'er it may, 
If worth our notice, he is worth our pity. 
[ Exeunt to the inner cave. 


Enter Valmont in the habit of a waſſal, ſupporting 
. Honoria, who has a white veil partly thrown off her 


Face: ſhe enters fearfully. 


VALMONT. 


Here, nothing can moleſt thee. Night draws near, 
And ere dim ſhadows ſhroud the twilight gleam 
I'll venture forth: not far from this lone ſpot 
I mark'd a cluſtring vineyard, whoſe ſcorch'd bank 
Was kindly freſhen'd by a limpid ſpring, 
That from the neighb'ring ſteep meand'ring flow'd. 
They ſhall ſupply our ſolitary meal ; 50 
And, when the ſmiling yellow-veſted morn 
Crowns with a wreath of gold the eaſtern hill, 
We will purſue our journey. Chearly, love ; 
Look up, and all our miſeries will end. 


HoNoRIA. 


Think'ſ thou that murder will not cry aloud, 
And rouſe the fates to vengeance ? Will yon Heav'n, 
Whoſe beamy eye encompaſſeth the world, 
Wink at the deed of horror? Ev'ry thorn 
That feſters in the deeply-wounded mind, 
May, from Time's lenient pow'r, a balſam take 60 
To draw its poiſon forth ; ſave, where the hand 
Blurr'd with the life-ſtream of a fellow creature, 
Contaminates the means ordain'd to heal, 
And leaves the wretch paſt cure! 
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VALMONT, {graſping his ſword). 
"T were beſt to die! 
That cure at leaſt is ready to my graſp ; 
Thou know'ſt I am no coward—— 


HONORIA. 


Dreadful thought! 
Oh! wou'd'ſt thou then deſtroy thy better part, 
Turn from the med'cine, Heav'n, in pity leaves 
To cleanſe thy ſoul's deep wound, and ſeal its pardon? 70 


Woulcd'ſt thou ſum up the dark account of horrors, 


And, by the ſure damnation of thy deed, 
Ruſh from this tranſitory ſcene of anguiſh 
To the dread chaos of eternal woe ? 


VALMONT. 


The complicated pangs that rend my heart, 
Wou'd melt the miniſters of wrath to mercy. 


HONORIA. 


But will not juſtice urge her ſacred claim ! 
Will not the tongues of men denounce the act 
That bids humanity recoil, aghaſt ! 


VALMONT. 


Why did I quit my home ? My lofty ſtate 80 
Had ſilenc'd buſy clamour, and forbad 
The breath of calumny to taint my name! 


HoNORIA. 


Oh, empty ſophiſtry ! deluſive hope! 

"Tis in thy greatneſs, thy conviction lies; 
Unſeen, the ſweeteſt low-born buds decay, 
But the proud Cedar, tow'ring on the rock, 
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Stands like a landmark to attract men's eyes; 
And tho' it ſhares the bright meridian blaze, 
It cannot ſcape the pelting of the ſtorm ! 


VALMONT. 


Soon as my footſteps greet Helvetia's land, 90 
I will defy my fate; for there, ſecure, 
What ſlave ſhall menace Valmont? 


Ric AR Do, {obſerving them from the inner cave). 
Valmont ! 
VALMONT. 


Hah ! heard'ſt thou not a voice, with hollow ſound, 
Repeat the name of Valmont ? 


HoNORIA. 


Such it ſeem'd; 
Twas but the echo of this vaulted cave. 
Now let me reſt; and while you venture ſorth 
To ſeek refreſhing fruits, I'll watch and pray! 


VALMONT. 


I will not leave thee long; and Heav'n, I truſt, 


Will guard thee till my weary ſtep's return. ¶ Exit. 100 


HONORIA. 


Now all is ſtill, and terrible as death! 
Here meditation fearfully employs 
The melancholy hour; yet unappall'd 
Hood-wink'd deſtruction ſeems to ſtalk ſecure! 
What, if my father ſhou'd no more return? 
How thall I find my way? where ſeek repoſe ? 


Oh, Alferenzi ! [taking a picture from her boſom | If thy 


ſpirit bleſt 
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Could viſit theſe dread haynts, thou wou'd'ſt appear 
To ſoothe me with a gleam of conſolation ! 


RicarDo, till obſerving her). 
T will protect thee ! 110 


HoNoRIA. 


Celeſtial pow'rs ! again the airy voice 
Of ſome prophetic ſpirit, ſtrikes my ſoul 
With petrifying ſounds ! This ſhad'wy cave, 
Fill'd with enchantment, is the dark abode 
Of ſpectres horrible, whoſe bleeding wounds 
Make ghaſtly ſhew of murder unaveng'd ! 
An icy languor creeps along my veins, 
Forewarning me of danger near at hand ! 
My father, oh! return.—He hears me not! 
Where ſhall I hide me? all within is death! 120 
And all without, a ſolitary wild, 
Beſtrew'd with thorns, and perilous to tread ! 
This inner cavern will be leſs expos'd 
To the night's nipping air! [The robbers ruſh forth. 
Oh! God! defend me! What is your intent ? 
I do expect ſome mercy, as you hope 
Yourſelves to be forgiv'n ! 


SECOND ROBBER. 
What are you, lady ? 


HONORIA. 
The wretched offspring of a wretched Sire! 
A wand'ring exile from my native home; 130 
Too poor for plunder, and too proud to weep ! 
For I believe that virtue bears a charm, 


Which bids the boldeſt villain ſhrink appall'd. 
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TrirD RoBBER, (ſeizing Honoria.) 
Nay, if you brave us—you ſhall know our power! 


RicARDO. 


Ruffian! ſtand back. Sweet lady, you are ſafe! 
For he, that lifts his ſacrilegious hand 
To ſtrike at helpleſs woman, ſhames mankind, 
And ſinks his coward foul ſo deep in hell, 
That nature ſcorns to own him! Spare your thanks; 140 
I will defend you; we are deſp'rate men; 
But cruelty can never urge that ſword, 
Which courage vaunts the bearing. 


HONORIA. 


Gen'rous man ! 
Now I can weep ! But they are thankful drops! 
Wrongs urge the ſoul to vengeance, and call forth 
That pride which proves the antidote to grief; 
But kindneſs ſteals ſo ſweetly o'er the ſenſe, 
So melts the throbbing heart with tender joy ! 
That, as the ſun darts forth amidſt the ſtorm, 
The eye of grateful rapture beams thro' tears ! 150 


Ric ARPDO. 


Soon muſt I leave you, for the hour draws near, 
Which calls us to our watchful occupation. 


HoNORIA, {kneeling to Ricardo.) 


Then hear me ; 
If in your pathway you ſhou'd TERA to meet 
A venerable man, for my ſake ſpare him! 
His years are nearly number'd ; let him live 
To make his peace with Heav'n! for much, I fear, 
He's not prepar'd for death! 
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| R1CARDO. 

He ſhall be ſafe : 

Now, let me counſel you to ſeek repoſe : 160 
In yon ſmall cavern lies a ruſhy couch, 

Where innccence may taſte of balmy dreams, 

For guilt has often ſlumber'd there ſecure ! 


Lady, Heav'n guard you ! [ Exeunt bandittr. 


HONORIA. 


Thou art not us'd to pray! And yet thy voice 
May find ſwift paſſport to the realms of grace, 
When pious fraud may ſupplicate in vain 
For thou art merciful! Alas! I fear 
Some ſavage thing hath croſs'd my father's way; 
The prowling wolf; or, what is far more fell, 170 
Man, without pity for his hapleſs kind ! 
Thou ſolitary den, where guilt retires 
To hold fierce converſe with the fiends accurs'd, 
Undaunted I approach thee ! For that pow'r, 
Which guards the cradled infant while it ſleeps, 
Suſtains the lab'ring bark amidſt the ſtorm ; 
And, while the tempeſt rends the mountain pine, 
Shields the poor ſhepherd's cot, will not forſake 
The child of virtue in the hour of grief! 

. [ Exit to the inner cave. 


SCENE XI. Night. 


The moon declining. On one ſide, the Apennines, with the 
entrance f a Cavern half way up; on the other, 4 
thick ad. Enter Valmont. 


VALMONT. 


Oh! what a loſt and wretched thing is man, 180 
Who, bold in Hell's worſt embaſſy, will ſtart 
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At the ſmall ruſtling of a beetle's wing ! 

The wind that moans along theſe cavern'd cliffs 

Seems like the murmurs of a thouſand tongues 

That tell my ſoul's undoing ! The faint ſtars, 

The many-million eyes of prying Heav'n, 

Gleam humid, and ſurcharg'd with nature's tears! 

Yet, what of that? "Tis but my mind's diſeaſe 

That feeds faint reaſon with portentous ſigns, 

And makes it ſicken at the touch of thought! 190 

What have I not committed that Heav'n loathes ? 

Firſt, in the ghaſtly train of helliſh crimes, 

A noble brother, who in my defence 

Slew a proud Milaneſe, beheld in me 

His curſt accuſer ; and to exile driv'n, 

Left me the lord of all his vaſt domains. 

Next a chaſte wife I baniſh'd from her home; 

My fickle ſenſe was ſated with her charms, 

And meaner beauties triumph'd in their turn! 

Where ſhall my fev'riſh conſcience find repoſe? 200 

All the long ſunny day, when Summer ſmiles, 

And leads old Time in flow'ry garlands on, 

A living ſpectre, hopeleſs and forlorn, 

I journey forth to an oblivious grave! 

Nor at that fearful goal will the dread ſtrife 

Feel bliſsful termination ; for beyond 

The rending pangs that warn the trembling ſoul 

From its clay habitation, reaſon tells 

Of ſomething terrible! and yet ſo ſure, | 

That nature ſtarts to think on't! Hark! what ſtirs? 210 
[ Alferenzi appears in the wood, and the day begins 

to dawn. | 5 

Is it the potent fever of my brain 

That takes my coward fancy priſoner, 

Or do I hear the ſound of mortal tread ?. 
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[ After liſtening and looking round, 


_ *T'was but the waving of the ſun-parch'd boughs, 
Whoſe tawny canopy overſpreads the wood. 


Valmont advances towards the cavern. Alferenzi 
ruſhes forward. 


VALMONT. 


Horrible ſpeAre ! wherefore doſt thou haunt me? 
Why from the ſhrouded pallet of the grave 
Preſent the form of murder'd Alferenzi ? 
Oh! vaniſh hence; for know, that ſpirits pure 
Can hold no converſe with a damned wretch, 220 
In whoſe convulſive ſoul all hell is raging ! 
Away! away! 


ALFERENZI. 


Valmont! thy hour draws near! 
I know thee, and will try what guardian fiend 
Will blunt my ſword, uplifted to deſtroy thee ! 
What wraps thee ſo in horrible conceit ? 


VALMONT. 


Thick myſtery ! that dims the mental eye, 
And makes us, ſcarce believe us that we are, 
Seeing, what cannot be! Tis all illuſion. 


ALFERENZI. 


Strike at my heart, inexorable parent ! 
Or guard thy own, for one of us mult fall. 230 
[ Drawing his ſword. 


VALMONT. 
If Alferenzi lives, then all is well ! 
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ALFERENZI. 


All is not well, prevaricating ſlave! | 
Draw, draw thy ſword ; let Heav'n decide between us. | 


VarmonT, {drawing his ſword ). } 

Then be it ſo! Though thou haſt once eſcap'd, 4 
Thou'rt not in vulnerable: now, come on; i 
I'll teach thy tongue to quell its lofty phraſe, if 
Or periſh in the combat. | i 
[ They fight ; Honoria ruſhes forth from the cavern, 

and flands before the entrance. 4 


HONORIA. 

Oh! ſpare him ! ſpare him ! | 

| [ Alferenzi drops his ſword. 
Barbarian, do not kill an aged man ! 

Or, ſtay thy ſword, and let me periſh with him! 240 


(Honoria deſcends ; Alferenzi recedes.) 
ALFERENZI. 


Thou ſainted ſpirit! ſhade of my Honoria ! 
That, like an angel, com'ſt to turn my ſword, 
And ſave my ſoul thirſting for blood of man, 
Do not approach me! ev'ry trembling nerve 
Obeys thy potent eye, and the cold drops 
That bathe my brain, will quench the ray of reaſon. 


HonoR1a, (Valmont leans againſt a tree.) 


He lives! he lives! It is my Alferenzi ! 
Light of my life, dearer than life itſelf! | Embracing. 
Oh ! do theſe eyes behold thee once more breathing ? | 
My father ; here, before the face of Heav'n, 250 
Kneel, and adore the miniſter of pity, 
Who, bending from its ſphere, reſtores him to us! 
H 


— — 
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(Valmont appears pale and faint. Honoria ſupports him.) 
Speak ! art thou hurt? Hah! from thy mangled breaſt 
The life-ſtream guſhes ! Ye relentleſs pow'rs ! 

Turn not the meaſure of my joy to woe! 


[ Valmont falls ; Honoria kneels. 
Let me ſupport thee : look upon thy child : 
Oh! ſpeak, for I muſt hear thy voice once more, 
To ſay, that thou forgiv'ſt me ! Save him, Heav'n ! 


0 VALMONT. 


Sweet image of a chaſte and injur'd faint ! 
A dying father's bleſſing ſhall be thine. 260 


HONORIA. 


Thou ſhalt not die; I cannot live to ſee 
Thoſe darling eyes cloſed in the fleep of death ! 


VALMONT. 


Brave Alferenzi ! I believ'd thee murder'd : 
In the dark-tangled wood that ſkirts our caſtle, 
I ſaw thee fall, thrice wounded by my ſword. 


ALFERENZI1. 


Thy victim was Duke Albert! Hapleſs Valmont, 
Heav'n's ſure to hear when murder cries for juſtice ! 


HONORIA. 
Oh, mis'ry ſupreme ! oh, my loſt father ! 


VALMONT. 


If yet the noble Leonardo lives, 
Seek out his lone aſylum, and reſtore 270 
The juſt poſſeſſion of his rich domains ; 
Tell him, that Heav'n at laſt aveng'd his wrongs, 
And humbled his proud brother to the duſt ! 
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Now let me preſs thee to my ſtreaming heart : 
[To Honoria. 

Alas! my parting ſigh will ſoon extinguiſh 

The feeble lamp of life, and my laſt pang 

Pay the dread forfeit which my crimes demand ! 

| [D1es. 

HoNOoRIA, {to Alferenzi). 


Now, is thy rage appeas'd ? If thy fell ſoul 
Still pants for Valmont's blood, ſtrike here! this heart, 
This burſting heart, will ſcorn to ſue for pity. 


ALFERENZ1. 


Do not diſtra& me with thy fierce reproaches ; 280 
A dread coincidence of time and act 
Drew me from Reaſon's empire to Deſpair ! 
Dire and diſaſtrous as the deed may ſeem, 
Twas to avenge thy wrongs that I am guilty ; 
For I believ'd that Valmont—thy aſſaſlin ! 
Let me entreat thee to be patient, love. 


HONORIA. 


Hence with thy feign'd contrition ! my weak brain 
Burns with the frenzy thou haſt heap'd upon it. 


ALFERENZI. 
This ſight will make thee mad ! Quit, quit the ſcene, 
Nor feed the gnawing anguiſh of thy ſoul. 290 


Soon will I bear thee to my native ſhores, 
Where, midſt the fond endearments of new friends, 
Of noble kindred, and reſplendent joys, 
The mem'ry of paſt grief ſhall fade away. 


Hoxok1a, riſing). 


Oh! 'twill not be! This is my deſtin'd home! 
I'd rather wander like a pilgrim poor 
H 2 
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Toil, like a ſlave, who in the torrid blaze 
Curſes the ſun that mark'd him for deſpair, 
Than journey thither : here will I remain. 
Oh! the vaſt ſum of my diſaſtrous life 300 
Seems like an atom to this world of woe ! ; 

[ Honoria returns to the body. 
Yet let me kiſs that cheek, pale and diſtorted ! 
Stern was thy aſpect, yet my ſoul wou'd give 
Half its dear hopes of an immortal crown 
To ſee thoſe eyes but once more gaze upon me! 
But they are dark, clos'd in the ſleep of death! 


ALFERENZI. 


Let me conceal thee in ſome ſpot ſecure, 
While to the earth I give this breathleſs corſe. 
I do not covet life, depriv'd of thee, 
And wilt thou doom me to the tort'ring rack ? 
Canſt thou behold this throbbing, loyal heart, 310 
Mangled and bleeding as a public ſhew ? 
Wilt thou not ſhudder when the rabble's ſhout 
Shall drown the agonizing groan of death ? 


HONORIA. 


Oh! do not torture me; alas! my ſoul 
Already ſhrinks beneath its weight of woe. 
Wherefore deny a murder'd father's duſt, 
The holy incenſe of a filial tear? 

No other rite will conſecrate his grave! 


ALFERENZI. 


Delay brings danger : ſee, the purple dawn 320 
Is gayly tiſſu'd o'er with beamy gold! 
The merry birds begin their matin Songs, 
And new-born glory animates the ſcene ! 
Let me conceal thee in yon cavern'd cliff. 
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HoNORIA. 


Ha! now I do bethink me, wretched man! 
This is no place for parley ! Yon dark cave 
Is the dread haunt of robbers : get thee hence; 
Danger and death await thee! Oh! begone. 


ALFERENZI. 


What! leave thee to the mercy of banditti ? 
Forſake thee, helpleſs, faint, forlorn and ſad, 

To be the victim of rude rioters ! 330 
The ſport of ruffians—lawleſs, cut-throat knaves ! 
Beſide yon mountain a poor clay-built ſhed 

I ſlightly noted as I paſs'd along: 

Fly, fly, thee thither ; I will follow ſoon. 


HONORIA. 


Oh, dread alternative! Oh, cruel taſk ! 
Betake thyſelf to flight, ill-fated man! 
For we muſt meet no more! One little word, 
One parting ſigh, ſtill ſtruggles at my heart! 
Ha! look not ſo upon me ! Is it thus 
Our intercourſe muſt end ? our radiant morn 340 
Of love, and hope, and youth, and tender joy, 
Shadow'd by ſorrow, and convuls'd with ſtorms! 
Go to thy ſplendid home, thy friends await thee ; 
Death is preparing in the ſilent tomb, 
A lonely bed, where I ſhall fleep at peace. [ Exit, 


ALFERENZI. 


Now in yon cave will I conceal this corſe ; 
And then, oh God! teach me to hide myſelf 
From my own knowledge ! Buſy, buſy thought ; 
Away, and let oblivion be thy grave ! 

[He advances towards the bady ; the ſcene cloſes. 349 
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ACT IV. SCENE XII. 


A Wood. Morning. 


Enter the Prince MoNTALYA and FRANCISCO, 


MonTALVA. | | 
| 


5 
Twas at the entrance of this lonely wood 
My mules were to be ſtation'd—are thy come ? 


FRANCISCO. 

Not yet, my Lord ; ſo pleafe you wait awhile |. 

In this cool ſhade ; the ſun ſwift journey's high, | 
And ſoon will ſhed intolerable day. 


MoNrTALVA. 


Is there no lowly hut where we may reſt ? 
Affliction preys upon my feeble frame, . 
And bends me to the earth: I fain wou'd live 4 
A little while, to do an act of juſtice. 

My vaſſals all are arm'd, and on the watch, 10 
And yet we have no tidings! Let us ſeek 
Some hoſpitable ſhed to ſtay their coming. 


FRANCISCO. 


Among the craggy hills, not far from hence, 
An hermit dwells; a poor, but holy man ! 
Time, that has furrow'd o'er his meagre cheek 
Ne'er ſaw it bluſh for any act of ſhame. 

His herds, his vincyaid, folter'd by his hand, 


— —— . 
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Repay his labours with that homely fare 

Which conſcious virtue renders paſſing ſweet ! 

If in fo low a dwelling you can reſt, 20 
I think you'll be right welcome. 


MoNTALVA. 
Well I know, 


*Tis not beneath the gilded dome of ſtate, 

Nor 'midſt the gaudy ſycophantic tribe, 

That peace delights to dwell ; ſhe bends her way 

To the poor Peaſant's hoſpitable roof, 

Where Liberty, the faireſt child of heav'n ! 

Smiles on his board, and with her ſacred voice, 

Bids him look down upon the high-born baſe, 

Who, great in ſplendour, ſtill are leſs than men! 30 
Now to the mountain hut. Lead on, Franciſco. 


[ Exeunt. 


SCENE XIII. 


Among the Apennines, Leonardo, as an hermit, comes 


forth from a ſmall hut, with two baſkets and a wicker 
bottle. 


Enter the Prince Montalva and Franciſco. 


FRANCISCO. 
Good father, bleſs you! 


LEONARDO. 


Thanks for your greeting ; 
And bleſs you, gentle ſon : is it your wiſh 
To ſtay awhile, and mend your ſtrength with food ? 


MoNTALVYVA. 


We'll enter, honeſt heart, with your good leave; 
And for your chear, will recompenſe you nobly. 


= —_— 
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LEONARDO. 


Divine benevolence repays itſelf! 
And much it grieves me to deny your ſuit ; 
But my good will is ſhackled by reſtraint, 
While ſeeming churliſhneſs, in truth, is pity ! 40 


MoNnTALVA. 
We will not be denied. 


LEONARDO, {guarding his hut, and ſetting down his 
| baſket, Sc. Cc. 


Sooth, but you muſt ! 
Not for an empire ſhou'd your footſteps paſs 
This narrow threſhold. I will bring you food. 


FRANCISCO. 


What doſt thou mean? Thy miſerable hut 
Hath never ſhelter'd yet a gueſt ſo noble. 


LEONARDO. 


Think'ſt thou I prize the gifts which fortune owns? 
If he has true nobility of ſoul, 
He tow'rs above the attributes of wealth, 


And wants no other charm to make him great! 50 


But wherefore ſcoff at this, my poor abode ? 

It is mine own; theſe wither'd hands did raiſe it; 

My board is ſimply ſtrew'd; but what of that? 

*Tis with the gifts of Heav'n! and who ſhall ſay 

The proudeſt mortal can be better fed ? 

I flatter no man, and am no man's ſlave! 

My garb is coarſe and ſcant ; but let the vain, 
Wrapp'd in the vital labours of the worm, 

Say if their pulſes beat as calm as mine! 

No bed of down, or canopy of gold, 60 
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Here pampers fev'riſh luxury to reſt ; 

But, on my ruſhy pillow, temp'rance waits, 
And prompts repoſe that ſplendour cannot give ! 
How many, deck'd in all the pride of ſtate, 
With ermine ſtole, and ſtarry wreath of gems, 
Wou'd gladly lay their coſtly trappings by, 

To taſte the tranquil joys that mark the hours 
In what thou call'ſt, my miſerable hut! 


MonTALVA, {taking out his purſe.) 
Then do not act the churl, and drive us hence, 


Wanting the lowly lodging we wou'd hire 70 
At ten-fold value ; this will buy men's ſouls, 


And tempt the ſterneſt ſanctity to ſin ! 


Bid the cold anchoret renounce his vows ; 

The roſy veſtal ſell her youthful hopes, 

To wed with ſhrivel'd age; and, with its gloſs, 
So dazzle mortal eyes, that nature ſmiles 

To ſee philoſophers the ſlaves of fools, 

And her own droſs, the bribe of their diſhonour ! 
What cannot gold ſubdue ? 


LEONARDO. 
Philanthropy ! 80 
That ſympathetic love of human kind, 
Which inſtin& cheriſhes in ſouls ſublime ! 
Which bids pale mis'ry raiſe the languid eye, 
While the recording cherub ſeals the bond 
That Heav'n repays, with rapture! - 


MoNTALVA. 


Thy words moſt ſtrangely contradi thy deeds! 
Thou talk'ſt of kindneſs, yet with churliſh mien 
Bid'ſt the lorn traveller with hunger faint. 

I 


© + — — 
— — —— —— A — — 


1 o 
4 PM " «> _ 
— ax 4 — —— — 


58 THE SICILIAN LOVER. 


Shame on the wretch who vaunts humanity, 

But to draw forth the miſery he mocks, 9o 
With curious eye to ſcrutinize the heart, 

And yet refuſe the pity that wou'd heal it! 

He has no right to pry into my fortunes, 


Who has no tear to mitigate their woes! 


LEONARDO. 


Nay, now you rate me with reproach ſo keen, 
That my old eyes are drown'd in drops of grief! 
Full twenty winters have my weary feet 
Trod the white path-way of theſe frozen hills; 
Yet never did I bar my humble cell | 
Againſt the trav'ller faint : but I have ſworn, 100 
And may I periſh if I break my oath, 
To ſhield from ev'ry eye, the gorgeous gem 
That caſket rude contains! Forth I repair'd 
To gather fruits, and rob the limpid ſpring 
For my ſweet fugitive, who ſeems moſt ſad 
And vanquiſh'd by deſpair : are ye not men? 
And can ye blame, or wonder at the zeal 
That ſnatches beauteous woman from the grave ? 
Long have I brav'd the bleak and ſtormy wind ; 
Forſworn all intercourſe with worldly joy ; 110 


Liv'd, a poor hermit, chearleſs and alone! 


When the fann'd ſnow fell faſt upon my roof, 
Whole nights I've liſten'd to the howling wolves ; 


Fear never thrill'd my heart, or blanch'd my cheek ; 


Yet have I not the courage to behold 
A fellow creature fall, whom I cou'd ſave ! 


MoNTALVA. 


A taſk ſo pious muſt not be delay'd. 
Purſue thy way, good heart, and truſt my word 
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I will not treſpaſs, or with curious eye 

Profane thy dwelling bleſt ! But near the door 120 
Will watch with zeal ſo pure, that none ſhall dare 

To paſs the threſhold. 


LEONARDO. 
I will ſoon return; 
My vineyard is hard by ; be of good chear. 
[Exit Leonardo, 


FRANCISCO. 


Oft have I ſeen this melancholy ſage, 
When by the ſide of theſe ſnow-mantled cliffs 
I chas'd the fire-ey'd wolf. His manners mild, 
And hoſpitable cell, have ſpread his fame 
Beyond the borders of the ruſhing Po. 
For many an infant, on its grandſire's knee, 130 
With fond attention and enquiring eye, 
Prattles of good Anſelmo ! 


MonTALVA. 


Anſelmo! ; 
He that is nam'd the hermit of the cliffs ? 


FRANCISCO. 


The ſame : and much it moves ſurprize, in all, 
That ſo much virtue, and ſo rich a mind, 
Shou'd give to ſolitude their chearleſs days. 


Re-enter Leonardo. 


LEONARDO. 


Firſt to my beauteous fugitive, and then 
Together we will make our healthful meal : 


. 
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Here, courteous ſtranger, ſpread the frugal treat 140 
On the green bank, and I'll return to bleſs it. | 
Gives one baſket to Franciſco, and with the 
other enters the cell, but inſtantly returns. 


LEONARDO. 


She ſleeps ! The weary ſenſes charg'd with grief 
Are numb'd by their own anguiſh, ſtealing health 
E'en from the poiſon that did ſicken them ! 


MoNTALVA. 


In truth, good hermit, you excite my wonder ! 
Nor can ingenious reaſon find a cauſe 
Why choice ſhou'd lead you to a ſpot, ſo drear, 
That ſpurr'd neceſſity recoils to view it! 


LEONARDO. 


Alas! a ſtory, ſo replete with woe, 
So full of horror, will but move your pity! 
Sprang from an ancient race, my morn of life 150 
Gave the bright earneſt of a luſt'rous day ! 
But in thoſe hours, when young intemp'rate blood 
Seizes the fever of uncurb'd deſire, 
It is not ſtrange that reaſon's ſober ray 
Was quench'd and ſmother'd by impetuous breath. 
A friend! Oh, how did he blaſpheme the name! 
Woo'd a ſweet lady ; ſhe was Milan's roſe ; 
That ſhed rich luſtre on each humbler flow'r ! 
Her fire ador'd her, and with tender care 
Sought ſuch alliance as might grace her birth. 160 
My friend was but his father's youngeſt ſon, 
And ſmall his means, compar'd with his deſcent. 
One fatal night, 'twas when the bluſhing ſpring 
Fann'd her warm boſom with the auſtral breeze, 
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Fluſh'd with the grape, in merry harmleſs mood, 
Beneath her lofty window we repair d, 

And, with the dulcet tinkling Mandolin, 

Beguil'd her of her reſt. The father watch'd, 

And on my young aſſociate fiercely ſprang, 

Who, all unarm'd, was ſinking to the ground. 170 


MoNnTALVA. 
So fell my gallant boy ! and did he periſh ? 


LEONARDO. 


Urg'd on to frenzy by this bold aſſault, 
I ruſh'd between them, ſav'd the friend I lov'd, 
And ſmote the barb'rous ruffian on the breaſt : 
He fell, his own ſtilletto reach'd his heart! 
Twas a raſh deed, but cou'd I tamely ſee 
The dear companion of my youthful days 
Vanquiſh'd and murder'd by a villain's hand? 


MonTALVA. 
And did he wed the cauſe of your miſhap ? 


LEONARDO. 


He did; and to requite my honeſt zeal, 180 
Turn'd, like a ſerpent on my foſt'ring breaſt, 
And ſtung the heart that lov'd him ! With fel! rage, 
Threat'ned, himſelf, to be my baſe accuſer, 
And ſpurn'd me from him like a guilty ſlave! 
Diſguſted with the treach'ry of his ſoul, 
I fled; and from that fatal hour have been 
The ſolitary tenant of this cell, 
The ſcene of meditation, pray'r, and peace! 


MoNrTAL vA, | 
Curſt be the villain, whereſoe'er he dwells. 
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. LEONARDO. 
Oh, do not curſe him ; for he was—my brother ! 196 


MonTALVAa. 
Of noble birth, and yet ſo vile of ſoul! 


LEONARDO. 


All outward ſemblance of attractive grace, 
Hereditary ſplendours, beauty, valour, 
Wit, learning, fancy, eloquence divine ! 
Where godlike virtue dwells not in the ſoul ; 
May feed upon the vapour, adulation, 
And boaſt an unſubſtantial glitt'ring name 
That dazzles only for a fleeting day. 
But innate glory ſhall outſtrip the grave! 
And ſhine, when all of pageantry and pride, 200 
Like the falſe meteors on the wings of night, 
Shall waſte in empty air ! 


Enter Honoria from the Hermitage. 


| MoNnTALVA. 
Myſterious Heav'n ! Honoria {till alive! [ Aſide. 


HOoNORIA. 


Hapleſs Montalva! whither bend thy way ? 
I counſel thee to ſeek thy peaceful home, 
Nor thus purſue the phantom of revenge. 
Remember, he who can forgive his foe, 
Is nobler far than he that bids him die! 
We all can kill; and, vaunting our own ſtrength, 
We cruſh the thing we hate : but can we give 216 
The ſpark that bids the meaneſt reptile breathe ! 
Oh! did the pow'rful dare, with impious rage, 


1 OC —— 


| | THE SICILIAN LOVER. 63 


To murder the defenceleſs, who, alas ! 
| Could look with rapture for to-morrow's dawn ? 


MoNnTALVA. 
| | I go, to ſeek the murd'rer of my ſon. 


HONORIA. 


Then ſpare thy feeble age ſuch thriftleſs toil: 
The murd'rer of thy ſon, ſleeps in the grave! 
He was as dear to this afflicted heart, 

As Albert was to thine. 


1 MoNnTALVA. 
Miſguided girl ! 220 
'Thy caution thinly veils the wretch thou lov'ſt ; 
That villain, Alferenzi, was't not he! 


HONORIA. 


Old man; I ſcorn to tell thee who it was: 
For, if his death will not appeaſe thy wrath, 
Thou haſt no Chriſtian mercy in thy ſoul, 
And art not worth my pity ! 


F | ALFERENZI1, (ſpeaking without). 


Where is this cell, good fellow ? 
Thou doſt not give thy feet that willing zeal 
Which my impatience urges. 


Enter Alferenzi. Seeing Montalva and Honoria, be 
flops ſuddenly, and amazed. 
Montalva 3 230 
Hah! How is this? Am I, at laſt, betray d? 
My feet ſeem rooted to this ſpeck of earth, 


And guilty pangs convulſe my tortur'd frame! 
Shake off thy blood-ſtain'd garb, my trembling ſoul, 
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And let a brighter ſemblance cheat men's eyes. 
It will not be! I dare not meet their glance. 


Honok1a {to Alferenzi afide). 
Thy crime is ſecret, as the will of Heav'n. 


ALFERENZI, (Montalva and Leonardo talk afide }. 


cannot ſpurn this buſy fiend away: 
Is this what men call conſcience ? Oh! 'tis hell! 
I am a wretch, a coward! Leave me, leave me. 240 


MoNTALVYA. 


Well may'ſt thou ſtart, and tremble at my gaze, 
Thou homicide abhorr'd ! now meet thy fate ; 
*Tis Albert's ſword that ſtrikes thee. [ They fight. 


HoxNoR1a {ruſhing between them ). 
He did not kill thy ſon ; the murd'rer was 


MonTALVA. 
Whom ? 


HoNORIA. 
My father! Marquis Valmont! 


LEONARDO. 
My brother! 
HONORIA. 


Oh! all ye hoſts of Heav'n! Do I behold 
'The venerable, noble Leonardo ! 


LEONARDO. 
Let my tears anſwer thee, before their fource 250 
Is petrified with wonder! Oh, my child; 
Art thou the offspring of ill-fated Valmont ? 
[ Embracing Honoria. 
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MONTALVA. 


Moſt injur'd Leonardo, Heav'n at length 
Has paid the recompenſe thy virtues claim'd, 
We will return to Valmont, where thy life 
Shall, like the ſun that triumphs o'er the ſtorm, 
Amid'ſt reſplendent glory fink to reſt! 


LEONARDO. 


Now let us, in my ſolitary cell, 
Refreſh our weary ſpirits for a time; 
Then each ſhall tell his melancholy tale, abo 
And ſhed a kindly ſympathetic tear, 
To waſh away the traces of paſt woe! 
[ Exeunt Montalva, Leonardo, Franciſco, and 
the Peaſant, into the Hermitage. 


ALFERENZI. 


Ah! ſtay, Honoria ! Do not leave me thus; 
Look up, my love, nor let affliction's ſhaft 
Bathe in the ruby current of thy heart. 

Time will wear out theſe dark corroding ſpots, 
And wing thy hours with joy! 


HONORIA. 


Oh! Never! Never! 
Time, that with ceaſeleſs labour can unfold 
The wond'rous page of nature! That can lay 270 
Tho loftieſt temples level with their baſe! 
Steal the ſoft graces of the faireſt form ; 
And, by the ſhadow of his reſtleſs wing, 
Eclipſe the ſun of intellectual light; 
Can bring no meliorating balm, to heal 
The wounded ſenſe, where memory {till lives! 
Day after day the cank'ring worm, reflection, 
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Feeds on the with'ring fibres of the heart, 
And poiſons all its hopes ! 280 


ALFERENZI. 
Where wou'd'ſt thou ſeek repoſe, Oh! tell me, ſweet? 


HoONORIA. 


In death ! where he, whoſe undelighted days 
Have been but tardy ſcenes of chequer'd woe, 
Aſſail'd by poverty, deſpair, and pain! 
On the ſame pillow lays his weary head, 
Where kings muſt ſleep, when earthly pow'r ſhall fade, 
And nature whiſper, here thy journey ends! 


ALFERENZI. 


Think not ſo deeply, love; Oh ! look upon me; 
Thy Alferenzi's fate is link'd with thine. 


HoxoRIA. 
That I have lov'd thee, Heav'n can bear me witneſs, 


Beyond what truth can paint, or fancy form! [290 


With thee I could have liv'd and been content, 
Beneath ſome mountain hovel's ruſhy roof ; 

Have ſhar'd the buſy taſk of daily toil, 

And ſmil'd and ſung the weary hours away ! 
When gaudy Summer deck'd the glowing ſcene, 
I wou'd have trim'd our citadel of joy, 

Have call'd our humble meal, a princely feaſt ; 
Our myrtle bow'r a canopy of ſtate ! 

Or when ſtern Winter ſwept the frozen plain, 300 
And tumbling torrents drown'd the valley's pride ; 
I would have crept, half trembling, to thy arms, 
And mock'd the howling of the midnight ſtorm ! 
But viſionary ſcenes of joy are paſt; 
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Horror and guilt aſſail where'er I turn, 
And all is anguiſh, frenzy, and deſpair ! 


ALFERENZI. 


Dreſs not thy fancy in ſuch weeds of woe! 
Let hope and love enchant thee to repoſe. 


HONORIA. 


Can love or hope reſtore a parent loſt ? 
Ah! little doſt thou know the tender claims 310 
That bind in feath'ry ſpells, each vagrant thought. 
Love ſhou'd be gentle as the twilight breeze; 
And pure as early morn's ambroſial tears, 
Spangling the lily on the mountain's ſide. 
I cannot wed the murd'rer of my father! 


ALFERENZI. 
Oh! do not call it murder! He whoſe life 


Pays the due forfeit to offended Heav'n, 


Having by outrage blurr'd his country's laws, 
Deſerves that country's hate; and only falls 320 
To benefit her ſafety ! 


HONORIA. 


Ves; but when rigour, cheriſh'd by revenge, 
Treads on the heels of juſtice; thruſting back 
Humanity itſelf; the trembling ſcale 
Preponderates at will, and makes the deed 
Scarce leſs than legal murder! Be reſign'd, 

Appeaſe the wrath of Heav'n, and let me reſt! 
[ Exit into the Hermitage. 


ALFERENZI. 


O! Hope! inconſtant as the ſummer gales 
'T hat kiſs the fragrant boſom of the roſe, 
K 2 
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Thou ſhalt no more beguile me: I awake! 330 

Conviction tells me, in this wond'rous maſs, 

All joy is tranſient, and the faireſt ſcenes 

Fraught with deception ! Earth, air, ſeas ; e' en man 

Deceives, while moſt he is himſelf deceiv'd, 

Glozing with ſmiles the hypocrite he hates! 

The flow'ry path we tread is ſprinkled o'er 

With pois'nous weeds, and dews that threaten death. 

The ſkilful pilot ploughs his glitt'ring way, 

Nor fears the coming danger, till the deep 

Black'ning and foaming, now a yawning gulph, 

And now a liquid mountain, ſwells with rage, 340 

And the gay gallant bark—is ſeen no more ! 

The eagle grandly ſoars to greet the ſun ! 

Sweeps the bland concave with his lordly wing, 

And revels in the plenitude of day ! 

Soon, on the viewleſs pinions of the ſtorm, 

The rolling clouds obſcure the beamy plains, 

Th' impriſon'd light'nings break their ſulphur bonds, 

And midſt the blaze, th' exulting tyrant dies! 

Oh! bliſsful termination of all ills ! 

Ambroſial drop, that lingers in the dregs 350 

Of fate's embitter'd cup, oblivious death ! 

Wou'd I could taſte thee, and forget my woes! 

But coward mis'ry clings to airy hope, 

Graſping from hour to hour a feeble chain, 

Which breaks at laſt, and hurls him to deſpair. 355 
_ 7 


THE SICILIAN LOVER. 69 


ACT V. SCENE XIV. 


The Front of an old Monaſtery; with a View of the 
Apennines at Sun-ſet. 


Enter Honoria. 


HONORIA. 


H ERE, in this awful, this monaſtic gloom, 
I truſt my weary ſoul will find repoſe ! 
As late I ſtood, upon the cavern'd cliff, 
Liſtning the catract's deſolating roar, 
I mark'd the ſpires of this lone habitation, 
Red with the luſtre of the ſinking ſun! 
The ſolemn ſilence that ſurrounds theſe walls, 
Well ſuits the ſhrine of holy meditation, 
And feaſts the mind with luxury of thought! 
This is the goal, where faint with life's dull toil, 10 
The feeble woe-worn trav'ller ſtops, and ſmiles, | 
To know the buſy hour of grief is paſt ! 
For, after all, what is this fev'rous ſtate ? 
A tranſient day, of ſun-ſhine and of ſtorms ; 
A path, beſtrew'd with thorns and roſeate wreathes ; 
We journey on with hope, gr lag with fear, 
Still, minute after minute, cheating time, 
Till, at the cloſe, we {tumble on the grave. 
[ Light appears thro the painted windows of the 
Chapel. | 
It is the hour of veſpers, which prepares 
The mind ſerene of virgin innocence, 20 
For flumbers undiſturb'd by ruthleſs woe! 
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Oh! apathy ! thou kindly numbing pow'r ! 

Thou opiate, rivalling the Theban drug; 

Lulling the nimble paſſions of the ſoul, 

And binding faſt in fweet oblivious ſpells 

The wild rebellious fancy, here thou dwell'ſt! 

But I ſhall know thee not, my weary life 

Unfading memory preſents before me, 

Dark as the clouds that ſhroud the coming ſtorm! 
When will the day ſtar riſe, that ſhall proclaim 30 
My morn eternal, in the realms of bliſs ? 


[The gate opens. Conſtantia comes forward. 


ConsTANTIA. 


I heard the voice of mis'ry complaining. 
While at the holy altar of our faint! 
And Heav'n forbid the temple of religion 


Shou'd e er be ſhut againſt the child of woe! 


HonoRla. 
Alas! I aſk but little, rev'rend mother. 


CoNnSTANTIA. 
Make your requeſt ; I only wait your will. 


HONORIA. 


A lonely ſpeck of conſecrated earth! 
A narrow pallet, in the ſilent grave! 


CONSTANTIA. 
Have you no kindred to relieve your cares ? 40 


HONORIA. 
J had a father when the Sun did riſe! 
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ConsSTANTIA. 


And does he let thee wander thus forlorn ? 
Where is he gentle ſtranger ? 


HONORIA. 


He's in Heav'n! 
Is he in Heav'n? Yes, yes; I . he is! 
He was a very ſtern and raſh old man; 
But ſtill he was my father! He is gone! 
Cold drops of blood freeze on his ſilver hairs, 
Like the ſmall flow'rs that peep thro Alpine ſnow ! 


 ConsTANTIA. 
Holy Saint Peter! Was he murder'd, lady? 59 


HonoR1a. - 


I fear he was: moſt ſure I am he died! 
His cheek was pale and petrified, and cold ! 
But I entreat you let us change the matter ; 
For tis a wounding ſubject; and, alas! 
I own I'm ſtrangely wild when I do think on't ! 


ConsTANTIA. 


Oh! my heart feels thy ſorrows in its own; 
Like thee, ſweet maid, in youth's exulting bloom, 
I found, within theſe ſolitary walls, 
A bleſt aſylum from oppreſſive woe! | 
My noble kindred long have mourn'd me loſt ; 60 
For ſince this awful ſanctuary I ſought, 
No tidings have I ſent to tell my fate. 


\ HONORIA. 


Indeed! I pray you, do not count my youth 
Too apt and forward, if with curious ſpeech 
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J queſtion you, How long in this deep gloom), 
Your beauty has been ſhrouded ſrom the world ? 


CONSTANTIA. 
Juſt eighteen ſummers, half my days of woe, 
Here have I paſs'd ſequeſtred and unknown. 
So long has ſuffrance born affliction's thorn, 
Deep rankling in the breaſt of wedded love ! 70 


H ONORIA. 
Of wedded love! art thou then married? Speak! 


CONSTANTIA. 


Oh! wou'd I were not! But th' omniſcient pow'r! 
I truſt, in pity, will, with tenfold joys, 
Requite my child for all her mother's wrongs ! 
If yet ſhe breathes, Heav'n ſhow'r down bleſſings on her, 
And guide her thro' this wilderneſs of woe! 
Oh! cou'd I once behold her, ere I die; 
Cou'd I but claſp her in my fond embrace, 
I wou'd forgive her father's cruel ſcorn, 
And bleſs the name of Valmont. 80 


HoxNxORIA. 
Oh! 'tis ſhe! 
I am thy child! thy lov'd, thy loſt Honoria ! 
The hapleſs offspring of the murder'd Valmont. 


CoNSTANTIA. 
Support me, Heav'n! [ Faints. 


HoxoR1a, {ſupporting her). 


What has my raſhneſs done ? 
Oh! do not leave me, angel! mother! Speak? 
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Honoria calls thee ! let not death's fell graſp 
Tear the fond parent from her long-loſt child! 

[ Conſtantia revives. 
She lives! ſhe breathes! Oh! cheriſh in thy heart, 
The only comfort of thy widow'd days: | hey embrace. 99 
We will, when fainting hope denies to chear us, 
Mingle our tears, and mock the ruthleſs fates, 
In all the proudeſt luxury of woe! 
By day I'll ſtrew thy lonely path with flow'rs, 
And all the live-long night thy flumbers watch, 
And chant my oriſons for bleſſings on thee ! 


ConsSTANTIA. 


Alas! my child ; ſuch pious hopes are vain ; 
Here muſt I ſtay for ever! Thou art born 
For gaudier ſcenes of ſplendour and delight ! 


HONORIA. 


Not for the globe's vaſt treaſures wou'd J leave thee ! 190 
Thou ſhalt return to Valmont ; to thy home ; 

The noble Leonardo's cloſe of life 

Will bloom, a ſecond ſpring of youth and joy, 

Bleſt in the converſe of a faint like thee ! 


CONSTANTIA. 


That cannot be; nor muſt thou here be known : 
My vows for ever bind me to this goal, 
Where, till my laſt funereal peal ſhall ſound, 
My veſper pray'rs, my early matin ſongs, 
Muſt ſtill confirm my ſolmn league with Heav'n. 
Thou art o'erwhelm'd with perſecuting woe; 110 
Come, let me lead thee to the ſhrine of peace. 


HONORIA. 


Oh! beſt of angels! Here will I remain ; 
IE 
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This venerable pile ſhall be our tomb, 
Where we will reſt together! Lead me in; 
[Approaching the gate. 
Hail ! ye dim ſolitudes! ye moſs-grown ſhrines ; 
Where perſecution ſhrinks from pity's gaze ; 
* penitence prepares the ſoul for Heav'n! 
[ Exeunt into the Monaſtery. 


SCENE XV. A thick Wood. Night. 


The Convent's painted windows ſeen at a diſtance. 
Enter Alferenzi, meeting an old Peaſant. 
ALFERENZI. 
Well! haſt thou found her ? Ev'ry tangled dell, 
Each thorny labyrinth, and lonely glade, 
In vain I've ſearch'd and travers'd, o'er and o'er! 120 
I will not loſe her ſo ! What, like a coward, 
Yield up my hopes, and be the paſſive fool 
That fortune makes her plaything? All is ſtill ! 
The moping bat has wheel'd his circling flight, 
And hies him weary to his haunted home ! 
No wand'ring inſe& winds his little horn 
To bid the drowſy traveller beware, 
While perilous oblivion graſps the ſcene ! 
Oh! if I find her not, the gath'ring miſts, 


That haſten round us on unwholeſome wings, 130 
Will chill her gentle boſom | 
PEASANT. 
Heav'n forefend! ( Leghtning. 


*T will be a ſtormy hour : Oh! gracious Sir! 
In truth my heart is ſorely wrung with pity ; 
For countleſs are the dangers that beſet 

The midnight wand'rer in theſe lonely haunts : 
Nor are the famiſh'd wolves that roam for prey, 
More to be dreaded than the lawleſs ſwords 

Of mercileſs banditti ! 
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ALFERENZI. 
Say not ſo! [ Thunder and lightning. 
Horrors on horrors crowd ſo thick upon me, 140 


That pall'd imagination, ſick' ning ſpurns 
The ſanity of Reaſon! man can but bear 

A certain portion oſ calamity; 

For, when the preſſure heap'd upon the brain, 
O'erwhelms the active faculties of thought, 
The pang acute ſubſides, and Ieaves the mind 
A chaos wild of gorgeous deſolation ! 


PEASANT. 


J hear the feet of paſſengers ; their ſteps 
Give hollow ſignal on the ſun-burnt ground. 


ALFERENZI. 


Here, take this good ſtilletto, honeſt carle, 150 
And guard thy breaſt, if any ill ſhould threaten. 


Enter two Robbers. 
FIRST ROBBER. 
My poniard is prepared with mortal poiſon; 
And he that feels it dies. [ Lightning. 
[ Alferenzi, perceiving the Robbers by the lightning. 
Cowards! aſſaſſins! 
[The Robbers afſail Alferenzi and the Peaſant. 
One is diſarm d by Alferenzi; the other, after 
piercing his fide, eſcapes. 


ALFERENZI. 


Ruffian ! thou know 'ſt thy life is in my pow'r; 
Now tell me, if in this ſequeſtred gloom 
A beauteous lady met thee ? quickly, ſpeak, 
Or thou ſhalt periſh ! 
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SECOND ROBBER. 
Such a one I met ; 
And ſaw her towards the convent bend her way, 160 
Yon light will guide you thither ; ſhe is ſafe. 
I could not harm the maid, ſhe look'd ſo lovely! 


ALFERENZI. 
Oh, Caitiff! if thou had'ſt, thy barb'rous ſoul 
Shou'd in the loweſt hell have howl'd for mercy ! 
One act of virtue cancels all thy crimes ; 


So take thy life; repent, for I forgive thee. 
[ Exit Robber, 


How much more merciful this villain ſeems, 

Who on the inſtant gives the mortal wound, 

Than he, who by oppreſſion wrings the heart, 

And makes the wretch ſpin a long thread of life, 170 
Steep'd in perpetual tears! The ſtorm is paſt ; 

Thou know'ſt this convent ! let us haſten thither. 


PEASANT. 
Good noble youth, you faint ; your voice doth faulter. 


ALFERENZI. 
Tis but a trifle ; 'twas the coward's ſword 
That ſlightly pierc'd my fide. Now lead the way; 
If I behold her angel face once more, 
Not all the demons of Deſpair ſhall part us. | Exeunt. 


SCENE XVI. The Chapel of the Convent. 


An altar, &c. &c. The corpſe of Honoria on a bier in 
the middle of the aifle, covered with a while tranſpa- 
rent pall, edged with black velvet. As the curtain riſes 
ſirwly, the nuns arranged round the chapel, ſing a 
felemn dirge, beginning low, and riſing to full chorus. 
That done, the firſt nun comes forward, and the other 
nuns arrange themſelves in a ſemicircle that hides the 
bier. 
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FIRST Nu. 


Thus have we offer'd up our fervent pray'rs, 
For the meek ſpirit of this beauteous maid. 
Her mien beſpoke her noble ; and her breaſt 139 
Seem'd the rich caſket which contain'd a jewel, 
Glowing with native and reſplendent light! 
Ere from her fading lip the quiv'ring breath 
Fled its fair manſion, to my care ſhe gave 
This coſtly picture: Take it, pious ſiſter, 
“ Take it,” ſhe cried, © and keep with holy awe 
4 The once-lov'd image of my Alferenzi ! ” 
That done, ſhe knelt, and rais'd her eyes to heav'n, 
Her piercing eyes—dark as her adverſe fortune 
Breath'd a ſhort pray'r, and, like a ſpotleſs low'r, 190 
Bow'd by the pitileſs and pelting ſtorm, 
Sunk to the earth, and died! 
| A loud knocking at the convent gate. 
Who knocks ſo loud? 


[Alferenzi ruſhes into the chapel, frantic, pale, and 
exhauſted ; followed by the old Peaſant. 


ALFERENZI. 


Oh! pious ſiſters ; frown not on my raſhneſs; 
I am a man the moſt accurs'd and wretched ! 
Driv'n by the deadly ſtorm of rending paſſions, 
To this my laſt aſylum! Have ye ſeen, | 
Since ev'ning's ſtar peer'd in the golden weſt, 
A drooping angel, agonized with grief? 
More ſweet than infant innocence, more pure 
Than fainted ſpirits journeying to the ſky ! 200 

[ The nun turns from him. 
Speak; and if pity dwells within your breaſt, 
Do not behold me periſh |! | th 
Nox, {Shewing the picture). 
Know'ſt thou this ? 
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ALFERENZI1. 


Oh! I have found her, for exulting bliſs 
Springs to my heart, and triumphs o'er deſpair ! 
This is the proud meridian of my days, 

And my laſt glowing hour ſhall ſet in joy ! 
Now, call her forth ; tell her 'tis Alferenzi ; 
She will, in pity, anſwer to the ſummons. 


Nun. 
She cannot anſwer ; I ſhou'd call in vain : 210 
Behold her, there. 

The nuns draw back on each ſide, diſcovering the 
bier ; one of them throws the pall off the face of 
Honoria. 

ALFERENZI {wrildly). 


Hah ! Who has done this deed ? 
Is that her wedding ſuit ? How pale ſhe looks ! 
Soft; do not wake her; ſhe is ſick with ſorrow. 
The prieſt is waiting, and the perfum'd bands 
Are gaily ſtrew'd about the holy ſhrine ; 
I mark'd the ſpangling drops that hung upon them; 
Some ſaid that they were dying lovers' tears, 
Were they not right? Soft, ſoft; where am I ? 
My ſenſes much deceive me, or that corſe, 220 
So beautiful in death, is Valmont's daughter! 


Enter Conſtantia. 
Cos TAN TIA. 
Where is the wretch whoſe bold and impious rage 
Has dar'd profane the ſacred rites of woe? 
ALFERENZI. 


I came to ſeek the gem of this world's wonders ! 
But ſhe, too precious for this hated carth, 
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Now beams a conſtellation in that heav'n, 
Where I ſhall never ſee her! Oh! I lov'd her, 
Better, far better, than I lov'd my ſoul, 

For, in her cauſe, I gave it to perdition |! 


CONSTANTIA. 
Tll-fated man! See in this faded form 230 
'The wife of haughty Valmont ; eighteen years 
Have paſs d, in ſilent ſolitary grief, 
Since I beheld my perſecuted child. 
Oh! my long-loſt, my beautiful Honoria ! 
My earlieſt comfort, and my laſt fond hope ! 
I did not think to cloſe thy eyes in death, 
Or bathe thy aſhes with a mother's tears 


[ Kneels by the corpſe of Honoria. 


ALFERENZI1-. 

Is there on earth a wretch ſo curs'd as I? 
What is my crime, ye miniſters of hell, 
That perſecution, with a ſcorpion ſcourge, 240 
Shou'd drive me to the precipice of fate? 

E'en there, the fiend will on the margin meet me, 
And, as I gaze upon the gulph below, 

Where mad revenge ſtands midſt the foaming ſurge 
And ſmiling feeds upon the hearts of men, 

Will ſnatch me back to linger in deſpair ! 

Is there no yawning grave in the green ocean, 

No deadly venom in the teeming earth, 

No light'ning treaſur'd in the ſtagnant air, 

To end my weary pilgrimage of pain ? 250 


PEASANT. 
Tempt not the rage of heav'n with impious breath. 
ALFERENZI1, {approaching the bier). 


Yet let me look upon her: Twill not be! 
A burning torrent ruſhes thro' each nerve, 
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And more than frenzy feeds upon my brain! 
The villain's ſword was ſteepꝰd in mortal poiſon ; 
Its courſe, tho' ſlow, each antidote defies : 
Now, now it freezes, and its icy thrill 

Checks the faint current of my with'ring heart! 
I thank thee, Caitiff; thou indeed wert kind! 


 FigsT Nux. 
Reſtore him, heav'n |! 260 


ALEERENZ I. 


Talk not of heav'n! Hell, hell, is raging here! 
The fiends ſurround my ſoul ! They are deceiv'd; 
My heart-ſtrings will not break, for they have borne 
The miſeries of love! Away! away! Valle. 
Let the fame grave conceal our mould'ring aſhes; 
And if the pilgrim, penitent and poor, 
Should drop a tear to conſecrate the ſod, 
I aſk no other requiem ! Death is kind; 
He flings his icy mantle o'er my ſenſe, 270 
And ſhuts the ſcene of horror! Oh! farewet! Ales. 


FIRST No. 

Farewol, fad victims of ambition's pow'r! 
Now, let us raiſe to Heav'n our holy ſong, 
For the free'd ſouls of theſe ill-fated lovers! 
Wile nature ſhrinks to contemplate the ſcene, 
Aud ſtern- eyed juſticedrops a ſilent tear ; 


The angel, Fity, bending from the ſky, 


Shall draw the veil, that hides their woes, for ever! 277 
| They fing the dirge as the curtain falls, Conſtan- 

tia /tii1 rneeling by the bier with her eyes rais'd 

towards Heaven ; the old peaſant weeping over 


the corpſe Fw 454 
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